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CULTURED  women  instinctively 
recognize  and  appreciate  fine 
work — whether  it  be  the  decorator's,  the 
modiste's  or  the  motor  car  designer's. 

The  preference  such  women  have  shown 
for  Packard  cars — not  in  a  few  large 
centres  only  but  in  small  communities 
as  well — is  a  tribute  to  three  particul- 
arly well  recognized  Packard  qualities, 
beauty,  prestige  and  long  life. 

For  women  wish  the  family  car  and 
particularly  their  own  private  cars  to 
reflect  good  taste  and  discrimination  in- 
side and  out,  to  possess  a  distinguished 


reputation  and,  withal,  to  be  of  good 
quality  and  lasting  service. 

Woman  recognizes  a  Packard — either 
Six  or  Eight — to  be  something  more 
than  a  mere  utility.  She  sees  it  also  as 
a  work  of  art.  Here  is  necessary  trans- 
portation made  luxurious — and  clothed 
with  beauty. 

The  very  needlework,  and  there  is 
much  of  it  hidden  in  the  soft  uphol- 
stery of  a  Packard  interior,  reflects 
the  pride  which  Packard  women  take 
in  aiding  to  produce  the  best  built 
car  in  the  world. 
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Don't  be  alarmed  about  art 


Don't  live  such  a  life  that  you  freeze  with  fear  when 
someone  begins  to  talk  art.  .  .  .  Don't  mutter  a  forged 
excuse  and  slink  off  into  black  solitude  behind  a  palm. 

No  matter  how  long  a  string  of  zeros  you  are  now,  when  art 
fills  the  conversation,  you  can  put  a  mere  $1  with  those 
noughts  (see  below)  .  .  .  and  sound  as  authoritative  as  a 
million! 

Vanity  Fair  sees  all  the  exhibits,  knows  all  the  artists,  enters 
all  the  studios,  mingles  in  all  the  art  circles.  Every  month  it 
will  inform  you  about  the  pictures,  the  people,  the  move- 
ments, the  trends  you  want  to  know.  .  .  .  With  much  more! 

EVERY  ISSUE  CONTAINS 


Letters:  New  essayists 
and  satirists.  Brilliant 
fooling.  Lions  photo- 
graphed   with    their 

manes. 

Fashions:  The  mode 
for  men  who  consider  it 
self-respecting  to  be 
well-groomed.  Current 
college  preferences. 


Music:  Classical,  caco- 
phone,  saxophone.  Per- 
sonalities and  noto- 
rieties. Critiques.  Pho- 
tographs. 

Art:  New  schools  and 
how    to    rate    them. 

Sound  work  and  how  to 
appreciate  it.  Exhibits 
and  masterpieces. 


Sports:  News  of  rac- 
quet and  putter,  turf 
and  track.  By  those 
who  lead  the  field. 

Motor  Cars:  Speed, 
safety,  smartness,  as 
last  conceived  in  Eu- 
rope and  America.  Sa- 
lons and  shows.  Many 
pictures. 


Night  Life:  Whatever 
is  new  among  the  crowd 
who  regard  dawn  as 
something  to  come 
home  in. 

Golf:  Taken  seriously 
by  experts.  Bernard 
Darwin,  regularly.  How 
to  break  ninety.  With 
photographs. 


World  Affairs:  The 
field  of  politics,  foreign 
and  domestic.  Intimate 
sketches  of  pilots  of 
various  Ships  of  State. 

Theatres:  Stars  in  their 
ascendant,  comedy  in 
its  glory.  The  season's 
successes,  and  why. 
Special  photographs. 


Movies:  Hollywood's 
high  lights.  The  art  of 
the  movies — if  any. 
And  photog  raphs — 
ah-h! 

Bridge:  The  chill 
science  in  its  ultimate 
refinements.  How  to 
get  that  last  trick.  AIL 
the  experts  writing. 


Just  sign  the  coupon  NOW and  send  a  dollar  bill  along  to  keep  it  company! 


Special  Offer! 

5  issues  of 
Vanity  Fair  $1 

Open  to  new  subscribers  only 
Singte  copy  price  35c.  Regular  yearly  subscription  rate  $3.50 


Vanity  Fair — Graybar  BIdg.,  New  York  City 

And  I've  been  missing  all  this  when  $1  will  bring  it? 
Send  along  the  first  of  the  five  numbers.  Here's  the 
dollar.  .  .  . 
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Champagne  Taste 

THE  advertising  pages  of  our  country's   magazines  O  advertising  families,  who  adorn  the  printed  age 

Have  given  me  a  liberal  education.  And  praise  some  seller's  merchandise  so  tactly — 

I  know  exactly  what  to  buy  in  yachts  and  limousines,  The  houses  you  inhabit  and  the  parties  that  you  stage 
And  where  to  spend  a  glorious  vacation.  Reflect  my  educated  tastes  exactly. 

I  know  what  hose,  The  motor  cars 

What  shoes  and  clothes  And  fine  cigars 

The  well-dressed  man  is  clad  in.  You  laud — I'd  love  to  try  them — 

The  ads  I  scan  But  can't,  alas, 

Are  richer  than  Till  I  amass 

The  sights  that  thrilled  Aladdin.  The  wherewithal  to  buy  them! 

ARTHUR  L.   LIPPMANN. 


"GUESS  I'LL  HAVTA  GO  HOME  NOW.     THE  OLD  MANS  MISSED  HIS  TENNIS  RACQUETS. 
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QBSERVATION    on    seeing    the 
Junior  League  Revue:    Charity 
uncovers  a  multitude  of  shins. 

*  *        * 

'T'HE    world's    cosmetic    bill   for 

1927  exceeded  all  records.  More 

and    more      women     are     boasting: 

"The    skin    you    love    to    re-touch." 

*  *        * 

DUMOUR    has    it    that    Mayor 
Thompson  is  now  investigating 
the  use  of  English   in  billiard  and 
pool  games  in  Chicago. 

*  *        * 

CHAMBERLAIN,  the  transat- 
^  antic  flyer,  had  to  pay  $100.00 
duty  on  the  medals  he  won  abroad. 
This  tax,  as  all  good  Americans 
learned  at  their  fathers'  knees,  is  to 
protect  the  U.S.  infant  medal  indus- 
try from  the  pauper  labour  of 
Europe. 

*  *        * 

JUIR.  HUGHES  has  ruled  in 
favour  of  Chicago  in  the  water 
diversion  case.  This  makes  Chicago 
undisputed  ruler  of  the  Water,  flag 
and  crime  waves. 

*        *        * 

SPEAKING  of  crime  waves,   Chi- 
cago seems  to  have  gotten  herself 
a  permanent. 

*  *        * 

THE  proposal  to  shorten  the 
months,  thus  adding  another  to 
the  year,  is  reported  to  be  meeting  with 
opposition  on  the  part  of  over- 
worked billing  clerks.  The  above 
suggestion  would  also  do  away  with 
Leap  Year.  One  by  one  we  are 
discarding  our  conventions  as  they 
outgrow  their  usefulness. 

*  *        * 

*T7/.E  Haldeman- Julius  companion" 
ate  marriage  was  apparently  a 
very  orthodox  affair.  The  bride's 
mother  wept  and  her  father  said  that 
the  young  man  would  probably  not 
be  able  to  support  her. 


TN  the  recent  Mexican  revolution, 

according  to    reports,    twenty-five 

generals,    four     colonels     and     two 

lieutenant-colonels  were  killed.    It  is 

understood  the  private  escaped. 

*  *        * 

J  ORD  and  Lady  Willingdon   have 

been  entertained  at  a    tea  party 

in  Boston.    Even  in  staid  old  Boston 

fashions    change,    and   even    in    tea 

parties. 

*  *        * 

£)/?.  ADOLPH  SCHULTZ,  of 
Baltimore,  claims  that  if  girl 
baboons  Were  trained  to  take  the 
place  of  housemaids,  as  suggested, 
one  could  never  tell  when  the  traits 
of  the  grandfather  baboon  would 
come  to  the  front,  causing  her  to 
smash  things.  Grandfathers  of 
housemaids     are     thus     put     rather 

badly   up  a  tree. 

*  *        * 

LJANS  GROBER,   seven-foot  Ger- 
man giant,  has  married  a  lady 
bare-back  rider   in   a  circus.      Fate 
gave  this  little  girl  a  big  Hans. 


"I  am  simply  crazy  about  Ramon 
Novarro — as  an  actor,  of  course." 


"  JF  hotel  men  are  wise  in  their 
day  and  generation,  they  will 
see  that  there  is  no  undue  drinking 
going  on  in  their  hotels  around 
Christmas,"  says  Mr.  Hanna.  If 
hotel  men  have  the  full  use  of  both 
their  eyes  and  are  wise  in  the 
human  nature  of  any  day  and 
generation,  they  will  see  that  there 


DRITONS  may  now  enter  Ger- 
many without  passports  or  visas 
of  any  sort,  according  to  a  new 
agreement.  This  confirms  the  prece- 
dent   established    by    thousands    of 

Britishers  in  the  latter  part  of  1918. 

*  *        * 

TOURISTS'  proverb:   Too  many 
Cooks    crowd   the    louring   dis- 
tricts. 

*  *        * 

A/fOTTO    for     busy     executives: 
"It's    a    long     time     between 

links." 

*  *        * 

r\NE  good  way  for  a  man  to  learn 

all  about  women  is  to  marry  one, 

and  then  he'll  learn  all  about  all  the 

other  women  he  ever  looks  at. 

*  *        * 

IF  you  want  to  hear  about  how  a 

wife  can   keeP  a  man's  expenses 

down,  ask  ^ne  rnan  who  doesn't  own 

one. 

*  *        * 

A    RECKLESS     illumination    is 

often  the  result  of  a  little  match. 

And  a  reckless  match   is  often   the 

result  of  a  little  illumination. 

*  *        * 

THERE  is  no  one  so  deaf  as  the 
husband  whose  Wife  is  just  try- 
ing to  whisper  something  to  him  about 
the  couple  at  the  next  table. 

— Viola  Brothers'  Store. 

THIS  month's  prize  in  the  New- 
castle Coal-Carrying  Tourna- 
ment goes  to  the  reformer  who  re- 
cently threatened  to  make  trouble  for 
bigamists. 

—JOHN  CASLON. 
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Mr.  King 


By  R.  T.  L. 


MACKENZIE  KING  was  born  only 
fifty-three  years  ago,  which  gives 
him  satisfaction.  His  birthday  was 
the  seventeenth  of  December,  1874. 
He  was  born  in  Berlin,  now 
Kitchener,  Ontario.  His  full  name  is 
William  Lyon  Mackenzie  King. 
John  King,  a  Canadian,  was 
his  father  and  his  mother  was 
Isabel  Grace  Mackenzie,  a 
Canadian  of  Scotch  descent. 
She  was  the  daughter  of  a  man 
named  Wm.  L.  Mackenzie, 
who  was  interested  in  politics. 
He  went  to  school  for 
twenty-four  years  almost. 

He  went  to  public  school 
and  high  school  in  Berlin. 
Then  he  went  to  the  University 
of  Toronto  and  was  a  bachelor 
of  arts  in  1895,  a  bachelor  of 
laws  in  1896,  a  master  of  arts 
in  1897  and  a  Harvard  master 
of  arts  in   1898. 

He  worked  very  hard  for  a 
number  of  years  but  has  re- 
covered from  the  habit. 

After  he  stopped  going  to 
school,  he  was  a  newspaper 
reporter  and  wrote  articles  and 
acquired  a  reputation  as  an 
expert  about  labour  and  be- 
came convinced  that  he  had  a 
career. 

His  friend,  Sir  William  Mulock,  helped  convince 
him  by  handing  him  the  job  of  deputy  minister  of 
labour  when  he  was  twenty-six. 

He  is  romantic,  sentimental  and  selfish. 
He  worked  harder  at  being  deputy  minister  of 
labour  than  he  does  at  being  prime  minister,  and  after 
Sir  Wilfrid  Laurier  made  him  minister  of  labour  it 
was  only  a  matter  of  time  till  he  became  prime 
minister. 

After  he  was  defeated  at  the  election  of  1911  he 
could  have  had  several  good  things,  but  he  was  still 
sure  about  having  a  career;  so  he  wrote  articles  and 
did  odd  jobs  as  an  expert  and  the  Rockefellers  sent 
him  out  to  California  when  the  miners  went  crazy. 
He  is  a  Liberal  and  used  to  be  a  Presbyterian. 
He  still  goes  to  church  sometimes. 

He  saved  several  million  dollars  for  the  Rocke- 
fellers and  wrote  "Industry  and  Humanity." 

His  favourite  book  is  "The  Secret  of  Heroism." 
He  wrote  it  too. 


IJE  was  out  of  politics  for  eight  years  and  has  many 
grateful    letters  about  the  war    work  he  did  as 
an  expert  speeding  up  war  production  for  American 
industries. 

He  usually  rises  about  eleven  and  only  goes  to 
the  office  when  he  can't  help  it. 

When  he  prepares  a  speech 
it  is  usually  very  dull.  He 
shut  himself  up  in  Laurier 
House  for  two  weeks  to  work 
on  his  speech  for  the  banquet 
at  Toronto  last  winter  and  the 
result  was  terrible. 

The  best  prepared  speech 
he  ever  made  was  at  the 
Liberal  convention  in  1919 
when  he  got  the  most  votes 
for  party  leader. 

He  is  at  his  best  when  he  is 
in  a  jam  and  speaks  with 
spontaneity  born  of  desper- 
ation. 

He  is  never  grateful  to  any- 
body unless  he  has  to  be. 

He  keeps  a  diary  and  spends 
a  great  deal  of  time  at  it  and 
shows  it  to  visitors  as  a  mark 
of  intimate  distinction.  He 
intends  to  give  the  diary  to 
posterity. 

The  horn-rimmed  spectacles 
he  wears  at  times  do  not  suit 
him. 

He    is    supposed     to    be    very    sympathetic,  very 
thorough  and  a  tremendous  worker. 

He  has  no  system  at  all  and  does  as  little  work  as 
possible  except  in  personal  things. 

His  genius  lies  in  avoiding  unpleasant  things, 
including  work.  He  can  scent  trouble  afar  off  and 
goes  the  other  way. 

His  talent  lies  in  the  urbane  bluff,  the  flattering 
persuasion,  the  sentimental  cajolery  and  the  simulated 
indignation;  he  raises  these  to  an  art  of  high  sincerity. 
He  usually  procrastinates  until  the  crisis  is  upon 
him  and  relies  successfully  on  improvising  action 
under  fire.     When  he  doesn't  he  is  clumsy. 

He  hates  to  be  bothered  with  complaints  or  people 
wanting  things. 

His  methods  have  carried  him  through  a  series  of 
perils  that  long  ago  would  have  wrecked  a  politician 
depending  on  mere  undexterous  industry. 

He  never  attends  to  official  documents  until  his 
secretary  makes  him,  but  he  scrutinizes  his  laundry 
list  without  delay  and  complains  about  the  charge  for 
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doing  his  shirts. 

His  head  has  a  curious  bump  at  the  back  and  he 
is  worried  about  his  hair  not  being  thicker. 

He  watches  his  household  overhead  with  the  zeal 
of  a  boarding-house  landlady  and  no  crisis  in  parlia- 
ment makes  him  forget  the  butcher's  bill  or  the  faults 
of  the  gardener. 

He  attends  to  personal  letters  voluminously  and 
laboriously. 

He  was  a  social  triumph  at  the  last  Imperial 
Conference  and  came  home  with  twelve  new  suits  of 
clothes. 

J-JE  is  five  feet  ten  inches  high   and  used  to  weigh  a 
a  hundred  and   fifty  pounds.      He  weighs  two 
hundred  now  and  a  belt  is  no  good  to  keep  his  trousers 
up. 

Some  of  the  cabinet  ministers  don't  like  him,  but 
he  rules  his  cabinet  with  a  strong  hand,  to  which  Sir 
Lomer  Gouin  is  testimonial. 

He  has  never  been  married  to  anybody,  but  his 
manner  toward  women  is  lovely  until  he  becomes 
morbid. 

He  is  very  proud  about  his  sheep;  they  decorate 
his  estate  at  Kingsmere. 

He  takes  no  exercise  whatever. 

He  is  strong  physically  and  likes  to  eat  and  is 
sorry  the  prime  minister  has  to  be  careful  about  how 
many  cocktails  he  takes. 

In  politics  he  is  a  reformer  by  theory  and  an 
autocrat  by  nature. 

He  likes  to  go  to  Atlantic  City  for  a  rest. 

He  laughs  heartily  and  has  little  if  any  sense  of 
humour. 

He  thinks  a  great  deal  about  his  grandfather  but 
not  as  much  as  he  used  to. 

His  preference  in  women  is  duchesses  but  others 
will  do. 

After  a  dinner  party  he  is  an  enthusiastic  dancer 
and  would  like  to  be  a  better  one. 

If  he  had  gone  into  finance  he  would  have  made  a 
lot  of  money;  he  has  made  a  lot  anyway. 

His  manner  with  casual  acquaintances  is  hearty 
but  not  quite  convincing.  With  subordinates  he  is 
fault-finding.  All  his  secretaries  make  a  great  many 
mistakes. 

He  fusses  about  social  obligations  and  when 
Baldwin  and  the  Prince  of  Wales  came  last  summer 
he  made  it  his  business  to  arrange  all  the  details  of 
what  everybody  was  to  wear,  say,  eat,  drink,  almost 
think.  He  spent  several  days  figuring  out  one  dinner 
menu. 

He  is  sorry  he  is  growing  older  and  is  trying  not  to. 
*  *  * 

Meow! 

Marie:  "I  was  told  the  other  night  that  I  was  an 
awful  flirt." 

Henry:  "Huh!  Possibly  all  you  need  is  more 
practice!" 
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'    HMUI000*. 
••OWI     DARN  NEWTON  ANYWAY!" 

Stop  Us 

"/"^RDERS,  orders,  orders  all  the  time  from  morning 
till  night,"  he  complained.  '"Let  me  see  the 
society  page,  John.'  'Don't  eat  toast  for  breakfast; 
it's  bad  for  youf  'Remember  that  curtain  material.' 
'Meet  me  at  the  Claymore  for  lunch.'  'Don't  wear 
that  horrible  tie  to  the  office,  John.  It  clashes  with 
your  brown  suit.'  Yes,  sir,  that's  what  I  get  from  my 
wife  every  morning. 

"And  the  same  thing  all  over  again  at  the  office," 
he  continued.  "Bossed  to  distraction.  'File  those 
papers.'  'Press  that  Arthur  claim.'  'Be  on  hand  at 
eight-thirty  to-morrow.'  'Take  care  of  Graham  when 
he  calls.'  'Wire  Chicago.'  'Work  all  day  Saturday.' 
'Don't  do  that.'  'Do  this.'  Honestly  it's  enough  to 
make  a  man  turn  Bolshevist.  Commands  from  my 
daughter  for  frock  money.  Ultimatums  from  the 
cook.  Orders  from  the  government.  No  peace.  No 
freedom!" 

"Why  don't  you  rebel?"    I  asked  him.    "You  ought 
to  join  the  Communists  or  the  I.W.W." 

"No,  sir,"  he  answered.  "I'll  sack  to  my  guns 
and  reap  my  reward  in  the  end.  I  guess  I  can  stand 
the  gaff.  None  of  your  cry-baby  anarchistic  methods 
for  me!" 

— And  this,  as  should  be  glaringly  evident  by  now, 
is  the  story  of  a  man  who  was  dictated  but  not  Red. 

— PARKE  CUMMINGS. 

*  *  * 

Inducement 

Father:    "The  man  who  marries  my  daughter  will 
get  a  prize." 

Ardent  Suitor:    "May   I  see  it,  please?" 
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"AH!" 
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WEATHER  FORECAST:  ^FLOODS  AND  TEMPEST." 
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Early  Days  on  University  Avenue 


i'ME  and  distance  are  com- 
parative, and  so  to  some 
of  us  it  seems  a  far  cry 
back  to  January,  1921, 
when  the  first  Goblin 
was  born  in  the  back  room  of  the  old 
building  on  University  Avenue.  Those 
were  high  and  glamorous  days  and  the 
best  part  of  it  was  that  the  sharers  in  the 
fun  knew  it.  The  rickety  wooden  stairs 
leading  to  the  second  floor  trembled  to 
the  vibration  of  the  presses.  As  the 
visitor  reached  the  top  of  the  landing, 
to  the  heavy  bass  from  the  pressroom  was 
added  an  obligato  of  argument  from  the 
door  slightly  ajar  upon  which  some  genius 
at  hand-lettering  had  attached  a  piece 
of  paper  bearing  the  legend  "Goblin." 
Here  indeed  was  argument  paradoxically 
mixed    with    harmony — a     rough,    worn. 


naked  floor,  an  almost  good  typewriter, 
a  table  whose  venerable  age  was  mocked 
by  a  half-dozen  rickety  chairs.  Disorder 
and  high  hopes  rode  upon  the  smoke-filled 
air.  Somewhere  afar  one  could  sit  in 
classes  and  become  learned  in  the  lore 
of  the  Past,  but  here  one  was  both 
student  and  lecturer  in  the  lore  of  the 
Future.  Here  with  magic  walls  a  new 
Hellas  rose  before  one's  eyes.  Here 
were  tha  architects  of  the  glories  of  a  new 
Greece  and  the  grandeurs  of  a  new  Rome. 
Here  was  a  bottle  of  beer  and  some  wien- 
erwurst  from  the  delicatessen  store  around 
the  corner.  Here  were  jokes  so  new  that 
they  were  as  yet  half-formed.  Here  was 
a  liberalism  which  admitted  all  things 
save  only  Time.  The  hours  may  have 
climbed  the  flimsy  stairs  and  beat  upon 
the   door   but    they    passed    by  unheard. 


The  founders  of  Goblin  cherished  so 
deep  an  affection  for  their  brain-child 
that  some  of  their  enthusiasm  must  have 
affected  the  printer — for  the  first  issue 
was  produced  on  tick.  When  the  original 
order  of  two  thousand  was  completely 
sold  out  in  less  than  half-an-hour,  no  one 
was    more    surprised    than    that    worthy. 

Yes,  the  old  greybeards  about  the 
Goblin  office  still  recall  the  spacious 
days  of  1921,  the  era  of  narrow  trouser- 
legs  and  stiff  collars! 

To-day  the  typewriters  strive  to  scare 
away  the  spirit  of  those  years  with  their 
fearsome  clatter,  but  this  daemon  is  not 
a  timid  sprite.  We  trust  it  is  not  too 
much  to  hope  that  he  will  continue  to 
dwell  in  these  comparatively  dustless  and 
efficient  rooms. 
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POTAGE  CANAD1EN 


Justi 


ice 


STUDENT  at  the 
Ontario  Agricultural 
College  was  brutally 
hazed  by  his  class- 
mates. The  faculty 
'  of  the  College  acted 
with  the  usual  shortsightedness  of 
faculties  of  colleges  in  similar  con- 
ditions and  by  way  of  rectifying 
the  situation  have  ordered  the  old 
freshman  class  confined  to  the 
grounds  for  the  remainder  of  the 
term.  This  measure  is  designed 
to  set  everything  right 
again.  Embarrassing 

question:  Who  is  the 
most  popular  man  with 
the  freshman  class  in 
O.A.C.?  Repressive 

measures  of  the  above 
type  are  certain  to  de- 
feat their  own  ends. 
Rather  than  draw  atten- 
tion to  the  heinousness  of  the 
crime  they  serve  only  to  magnify  the 
opinion  of  the  victim  and  casus 
belli  as  a  low  fellow.  They  exagger- 
ate his  status  to  such  a  degree  that 
though  the  hazing  had  been  admin- 
istered for  some  very  minor  offense, 
he  at  once  becomes  the  symbol 
of  tyranny.  The  faculty  would 
have  been  better  advised  to  have 
followed  the  precepts  of  the  re- 
nowned Ko-Ko  and  to  have  made 
the  punishment  fit  the  crime. 
There  would  have  been  a  great 
deal  less  hard  feeling  and  an  alto- 


gether more  salutary  atmosphere  if 
the  faculty  had  ordered  the  fresh- 
man class  to  line  up  against  the 
wall  and  given  the  unfortunate 
Mr.  Beddoe  a  free  morning  with 
the  unalienable  right  to  sock  them 
with  rotten  tomatoes,  over-ripe 
eggs,   etc.,   to  his  heart's  content. 

Names 

yV  SOURCE  of  beauty  which  is 
overlooked  to  agreat  extent 
by  the  dilettante  and  the  man  on 
the  street  alike  is  found  in  race- 
horse names.  Here  is  probably  the 
most  intriguing  phase 
of  nomenclature.  Con- 
sider, for  example,  from 
the  point  of  view  of 
colour  and  provocative 
imagery,  the  following 
names  taken  from  the 
sporting  page  of  one 
edition  of  a  daily  paper. 
Magical  Music,  Laugh- 
ing, Modesty,  Bright  Steel,  Singa- 
pore, Sanabar,  Musketeer,  Trump- 
ets, Proud  Lady,  Earthfire,  Fairy 
Maiden,  My  Son,  Don  Gaspard, 
Cobra,  Night  Alarm,  Irish  Brig- 
adier, Indian  Tales,  Attack,  Glint 
of  Gold,  Red  Dragon,  Vengeance, 
Fine  Manners,  Mad  Princess,  Tom- 
my Tickle,  Spring,  Romance,  Gal- 
ahad, Jack  d'Or,  Firedog,  Posthorn, 
Salute. 

Failure 

A  VISITOR    returning  from  New 

York  records  a  touching  spec- 

acle.       It    appears    that    opposite 

the     Hotel     Commodore     or     not 

many  miles  from  there  there  is  a 


large  billboard.  Standing  before 
it  one  day  was  a  worn  and  desolate 
figure.  Slowly  he  shook  his  head 
from  side  to  side  and  passers-by 
hear  him  mumble,  "It  can't  be 
done,  it  can't  be  done.''  Sym- 
pathetic listeners  sought  to  console 
him  and  soon  a  fair-sized  crowd 
collected.  A  policeman  suggested 
moving  on,  but  the  derelict  seemed 
lost  in  his  dream.  "It  can't  be 
done,"  he  sighed  again,  "it  can  t 
be  done."  "What  can't  be  done?" 
said  the  crowd.  Slowly  enlighten- 
ment came  to  them  all  as  they 
followed  the  poor  wretch's  glance. 
The  sign  opposite  bore  the  legend 
"DRINK  CANADA  DRY."  'I've 
been  trying  for  three  weeks  and  it 
can't  be  done,"  murmured  the 
chief  actor  as  he  lapsed  into  a 
coma. 

Resourceful 

^DIFFICULT  problem  was 
met  by  a  young  lady  who  is  a 
volunteer  charity  worker  when, 
early  this  season,  she  called  on  an 
aged  and  needy  couple.  She  saw 
at  once  that  their  pride  would 
be  hurt  by  the  offer  of  alms  of 
any  sort.  The  Samaritan  was 
nonplussed  until  she  saw  the 
couple's  dog,  an  unhappy  little 
wretch  of  vague  descent.  "Why, 
where  did  you  get  that  dog?" 
she  cried.  "I  wonder  if  you  realize 
its  value.  It's  a — a  New  Mexican 
setter!" 

She  then  explained  that  her 
mother  had  been  searching  far 
and  wide  for  a  New  Mexican  setter 
and  had  become  a  bit  cynical 
about  life  as  the  search  proved 
vain.      "I    would   love   to   surprise 
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her  with  this  dog  for  her  birth- 
day," she  went  on.  "Would  you 
consider  parting  with  it  for  a 
hundred  dollars?"  The  bargain 
was  made. 

A  few  weeks  later  the  charity 
lady  returned,  and  by  judicious 
inquiry  found  that  the  old  couple's 
hundred  dollars  was  disappearing. 
She  thought  hard.  Then  her  eyes 
brightened.  "Oh,  I  wanted  to 
tell  you,"  she  said.  "They  won't 
allow  dogs  where  my  mother  lives. 
She  wonders  if  you  would  mind 
taking  her  setter  back  and  boarding 
him  for  the  winter  until  the  family 
moves  to  the  country.  Mother  says 
she  would  pay  fifteen 
dollars  a  week  and 
there's  no  one  she  would 
rather  trust  him  to." 

It  looks  as  if  the  aged 
couple  and  their  dog 
would  get  through  the 
winter,  and  the  young 
lady  has  until  spring  to 
think  up  a  new  idea. 


C'est  a  Rire! 

INHERE  are  still — in  Montreal — 
many  uncharted  social  pit- 
falls for  unwary  visitors  from  more 
Anglo-Saxon  centres  in  provinces 
other  than  Quebec. 

This  is  well  illustrated  by  the 
story  of  a  young  man,  recently  of 
Chatham,  Ontario,  but  now  seeking 
fame  and  fortune  in  Canada's 
largest  city. 

This  embryo  big  business  man 
was  invited  out  to  a  Sunday 
afternoon  tea  at  which,  it  so 
happened,  were  a  number  of  people 
who,  a  night  or  two  before,  had 
been  guests  at  a  coming-out  dance 
given  by  a  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bourgeois 
for  their  debutante  daughters. 

During  tea  there  was  a  great 
deal  of  talk  about  "the  Bourgeois 


party."  To  all  this  the  ex-Chat- 
hamite  listened  with  interest,  not 
to  say  puzzlement.  Finally,  curios- 
ity conquered  a  natural  inclination 
to  veil  his  ignorance  of  local 
idiom. 

"Tell  me,"  he  said  seriously  to 
a  young  lady  near  him,  "just 
what  exactly  do  you  mean  by 
a  bourgeois  party?" 

Virtue  Saved  Again 

IT  appears  that  some  department 
stores  and  specialty  shops  are 
aiding  the  cause  of  loose  morals 
and  the  disintegration  of  the  Em- 
pire by  attempting  to 
foist  upon  the  public 
life-like  French  dolls. 
These  puppets  have  not 
only  countenances  singu- 
larly devoid  of  high 
seriousness,  but  in  many 
cases  smoke  cigarettes. 
One  of  these  machina- 
tions of  the  devil  rested 
for  several  weeks  on  the  novelties 
counter  of  a  local  department 
store.  The  day  we  passed  was 
apparently  a  red-letter 
one,  for  at  last  some- 
body had  bought  the 
decadent  creature. 
While  it  was  being 
wrapped  up,  the  sales 
girls  were  all  of  a  dither. 
Something  of  their  ex- 
citement imparted  it- 
self to  the  impatient 
shoppers.  Said  one 
beautiful  spinster  in 
whisper   about   as   secretive 


none-too- 

a      stage 

s    a 

foghorn,  "That  terrible  thing!  I 
wouldn't  give  it  house  room. 
There's  no  telling  what  bad 
influence  such  immoral 
idols      might     have     upon 


members  of  a  household.  Really, 
I  shouldn't  feel  safe!"  Said  the 
pretty  matron  on  our  right  in  a 
clear-speaking  voice  which  had  the 
penetration  of  a  rapier,  "My  dear 
madam,  I  assure  you  you  have  no 
cause  for  fear.  I've  just  bought  it 
myself. 

Temperament 

"THE  cause  of  much  of  the  emi- 
gration of  our  young  men   to 
the   large    centres    of    the    United 
States  is  not  so  much  economic  as 
temperamental.       To     the      eager 
youth    it    appears    that    his    am- 
bition   must    have    greater    scope 
for  development  than    is  possible 
in    his    home    town.       With     the 
impatience     of      inexperience      he 
believes    that    at    the    centre    of 
things     his     talent     would     more 
quickly    ripen    into    efflorescence. 
New     York     is     the    lodestar    for 
thousands    of    our    bright    young 
men  and   women,   New  York,  the 
city  which  has  in   itself  produced 
comparatively  few  outstanding  fig- 
ures, whose  hierarchy  of  talent  is 
to  a  tremendous  extent  the  result 
of       importation      from 
humbler     surroundings: 
New  York   ravishes  the 
continent,    and     indeed 
the  world,  of  its  talent. 
To  be    sure,   it  gives  it 
prominence,         showers 
upon    it    with    prodigal 
hand  awards  justly  and 
unjustly  deserved.     It  is 
in  some  respects  the    world's  vast 
intellectual   and   artistic  showcase, 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  32 


14 


G9BLIN 


A  Winter's  Tale 


By  PARKE  CUMMINGS 


\X7E  were  seated  in  front  of  his 
glowing  hearth,  the  Great 
Hunter  and  I.  I  glanced  around 
the  room,  took  in  the  numerous 
splendid  trophies  that  graced  his 
walls  and  cases,  cast  an  envious 
eye  on  his  unparalleled  collection 
of  weapons,  and  looked  at  him 
with  an  expression  he  must  have 
construed  as  a  hint.  "You  want 
to  hear  some  of  my  adven- 
tures?" he  said  kindly. 
"The  story  of  how  I  slew 
that  beast  yonder" — he 
pointed  over  the  mantel — 
"with  my  own  hands — 
the  various  other  thrilling 
adventures  of  the  past 
summer,  don't  you?"  I 
nodded.  What  a  treat  was 
in  store  for  me!  How  lucky 
I  was  to  know  him  person- 
ally! How  fortunate  to  be 
one  of  the  few  he  invited 
to  his  own  house! 

"Well,  old  man,"  he  con- 
tinued, "it  took  courage, 
and  patience,  and  craft — 
the  three  primary  attri- 
butes of  a  hunter,  I  may 
say — to  kill  that  wasp.  I 
remember  it  all  as  though 
it  were  yesterday.  Little 
Joan,  my  youngest,  sighted 
it,  and  immediately  set  up 
the  alarm.  I  rushed  up 
to  the  bathroom  and  saw 
it  circling  around  my 
daughter's  head.  I  got  her 
out  of  danger  and  prepared 
to  cope  with  the  beast.  Contrary  to 
common  belief,  the  anthrac  anth- 
racamus,  or  waspish  wasp,  does  not 
charge  unless  first  attacked  or  in 
defence  of  its  young.  I  settled 
down  to  wait.  Finally  my  oppor- 
tunity came.  The  creature  tired 
of  flying  after  an  hour  and  a  half 
and  settled  down  on  the  side  of  the 
bathtub  near  the  bottom.  Craftily 
I  set  the  plug  in  place  and  turned 
on  the  water  very  slowly  at  first. 
The  wasp,  completely  taken  by 
surprise   at   this   pice   of   strategy, 


neglected  to  move.  In  short  order 
the  water  had  advanced  to  the 
level  of  the  wasp  and  the  mystified 
monster  was  floating  helplessly  on 
the  surface.  1  turned  the  water 
off  and  removed  the  stopper.  The 
ruse  was  successful.  The  creature 
was  drawn  into  the  drain  and  pre- 
vented from  being  carried  away 
by   the  meshing.      I   put  back  the 


stopper,  and  in  another  quarter 
captured  the  wasp — quite  dead. 
A  perfect  pelt,  you  see.  Not  a 
scar  on  it." 

I  examined  the  trophy  carefully. 
"And  what  a  big  one  he  is!"  I  ex- 
claimed admiringly. 

"Only  a  bit  above  the  average," 
he  murmured  modestly.  "She," 
he  added.  "Now  here,"  he  con- 
tinued, pointing  to  an  enormous 
blue  bottle  fly  in  one  of  the  cases, 
"is  the  famous,  or  rather  notorious, 
Old    Joe.     Old    Joe    roamed    this 


household  for  a  week  and  a  half 
last  August,  resisting  successfully 
all  attempts  to  poison,  trap  or 
smash  him.  He  was  the  terror  of 
the  entire  family,  who  finally  came 
to  flee  when  his  low,  menacing  buzz 
proclaimed  that  he  had  again  ven- 
tured from  his  lair  and  was  plan- 
ning his  ravages  upon  man  and 
meat  loaf  alike.  But  I  got  him 
at  last.  How  well  I  re- 
member that  night!  My 
wife  and  little  ones  were 
huddled  in  terror  in  a  cor- 
ner. His  buzz  had  grown 
to  such  proportions  that 
it  was  impossible  to  hear 
the  radio  programmes.  I 
grabbed  a  copy  of  the 
Telegram  and  lunged  at 
him.  It  was  a  fatal  mis- 
take. That  vase  had  cost 
us  thirty-five  dollars.  A 
lamp  and  two  glass  candle- 
sticks went  the  way  of  the 
vase  but  he  settled  at  last, 
and  I  got  him.  It's  a  pity 
the  pelt  is  bruised,  for  it 
measures  fifteen-sixteenths 
of  an  inch  from  head  to 
tail  with  a  wing  spread  of 
an  inch  and  a  quarter.  A 
man  in  Yonkers  has  one 
that  exceeds  it  slightly, 
but  that's  the  only  one  I 
know  of.  I'd  like  to  have 
seen  young  Ed  get  it,  for 
there  was  bounty  of  five 
dollars  on  Old  Joe.  But 
I  felt  he  was  too  young. 
"In  that  case  over  there  is  the 
Fox.  It  took  three  sleepless  nights 
before  I  got  that  mosquito."  He 
rolled  up  his  sleeve.  "The  scars 
of  that  episode  still  remain,"  he 
remarked  nonchalantly.  I  gasped, 
and  admired  all  the  more.  "A 
good-sized  moth,  that,"  he  con- 
tinued, pointing  over  the  door. 
"That  mouse  there  destroyed  a 
pound  and  a  half  of  cornmeal 
before  I  bagged  him  with  an  Ajax 
trap.  Little  Alec  got  those  house- 
(Conlinued  on  page  37) 
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•WELL.  OF  ALL  TH'  BLOOMIN'   NERVEf 


The  Technician 


"DLEASE  don't  complete  the 
cut  for  me,  Miss  Weston.  Do 
you  mind?" 

"Do  you  want  me  to  cut  again?" 

"If  you  don't  mind." 

"How's  that?" 

"That's  better — you  know  I  al- 
ways like  to  .  .  .  Oh!  Miss  East- 
man, you've  exposed  the  seven  of 
hearts!" 

"It  doesn't  make  any  difference 
to  me,  Miss  Hazzard;  it's  a  low 
card." 

"I'd  rather  re-deal,  Miss  East- 
man. Do  you  mind?  .  .  .  Please 
don't  pick  up  your  hand  till  the 
deal's  completed,  partner." 

"I'll  go  bye." 

"It's  my  say,  Miss  Weston,  I 
dealt.  I  make  it  a  spade.  You 
bid  out  of  turn.  You'll  have  to 
pass  now  .  .  .  I'm  sorry,  but  that's 
the  rule.  You  don't  mind,  do  you?" 

"All  right,  then,  bye!" 

"Bye  me." 

"I'll  bid  a  heart.  Gracious!  I'll 
have  to  say  two,  won't  I  .  .  .  Oh, 
I  simply  can't  do  it!  .  .  .  Bye." 

"Sorry,  Miss  Eastman,  but  you'll 
have  to  say  two.  You  mentioned 
the  heart  suit,   and   thejrule  says 


that  you've  got  to  make  the  bid 
sufficient  .  .  .  You  don't  mind, 
do  you?" 

"Not  at  all  .  .  .  Two  hearts." 

"Two  spades  .  .  .  Now  you  can 
bid,  Miss  Weston." 

"Thanks.    No  bid!" 

"Pass." 

"Bye  me." 

"Oh!  Miss  Eastman,  it's  not 
your  lead!  I  got  the  bid — it's  your 
partner's  lead  ...  I'll  call  the 
lead,  if  you  don't  mind.  Lead  a 
trump,  please,  Miss  Weston  .  .  . 
Thank  you  .  .  .  Who  took  that 
last?  Are  we  waiting  for  you, 
Miss  Weston?" 

"No  .  .  .  Your  play,  Miss  East- 
man.       .   .   .  Oh!  Partner!" 

"Oh,  no!  ...  I  didn't  mean  to 
play  that.  It's  your  queen,  isn't 
it,  Miss  Hazzard?" 

"Played,  Miss  Eastman!  Sorry, 
but  you  had  your  finger  off  it  .  .  . 
It's  the  rule,  you  know." 

"Let  me  move  the  dummy  a 
little  closer  for  you,  Miss  Hazard." 

"Thank  you,  Miss  Eastman, 
but  do  you  mind  saying,  'I  adjust,' 
just  as  a  matter  of  rule,  when  you 
(Continued  on  page  37) 


In  the  Good  Old   Borgia   Days 

"Movies  cause  of  delinquency,  says 
Judge  Lacroix.  "Depicting  Kisses 
.  .  .  Does  Untold  Harm"  (Montreal 
Gazette). 

By  Ethel  R.  Peyser 
""PIS   said    that   movies   are    the 
cause 

Of  modern  criminality. 
That  jails  will  have  a  quieter  time 

Without  their  cheap  banality. 

Some  think  that  kisses  that  don't 
gee 

With  Plymouth  Rock  morality 
Foster  murder,  rapine,  crime, 

Which  lead  to  grim  finality. 

But  why,  in  the  good  old   Borgia 
days, 

Did  folks,  with  grave  formality, 
Put  poison  in  their  brothers'  tea 

And  practice  red  rascality? 

ETHEL  R.   PEYSER 

*  *  * 

The  Busiest  Line 

Joe  College:    "What  line  did  you 
take  to  Europe  last  summer?" 
Another  Drunk:    "Oh,  the  same 

old  one  I  used  around  school." 

*  *        * 


"I'm  told  you  snore  awfully. 
Does  your  wife  make  you  sleep  on 
the  flat  of  your  back?" 

"No,  but  she  makes  me  sleep  in  the 
back  of  the  flat." 
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Human  Billboards 


By  J.  K.  NANTON 


■*ajfir<"^*'^  ^  N  history  the  year 
1927  will  go  down 
as  the  year  when  the 
advertising  man  be- 
gan to  realize  the 
cash  value  of  human 
courage  and  human  endurance, 
and  to  use  the  spirit  of  adventure 
as  a  billboard  from  which  to  shout 
his  wares. 

In  this  age  of  publicity,  the 
linking  up  of  commercial  commod- 
ities with  the  sporting  chance 
was  a  master  stroke  of  publicity 
which  the  newspapers  fought  to 
print.  There  was  no  question 
here  of  space  rates. 

Wrigley  started  it  last  January 
with  his  first  swimming  Marathon. 
He  told  the  world  about  his  chew- 
ing gum  in  terms  of  an  epic  struggle. 
That    was    art. 

In  water  that  would  have  chilled 
a  seal,  over  a  hundred  swimmers 
strove  to  cross  the  Catalina  Chan- 
nel. Only  one  finished,  our  own 
George  Young.  He  did  it  all  for 
his  mother — and  Mr.  Wrigley. 

The  newspapers  printed  so  many 
columns  about  the  affair  that  if 
cut  out  and  laid  end  to  end  they 
would  girdle  the  earth  at  the 
equator.  Charged  at  the  usual 
space  rates,  all  this  publicity 
would  have 
cost  the  chew- 
ing gum  king 
$2,357,891.29. 
As  it  was,  it 
only  cost  the 
$25,000  prize 
and  incidental 
expenses. 

Mr.  Wrig- 
ley repeated. 
His  alliance 
with  the  Can- 
adian National 
Exhibition, 
each  offering 
$25,000  in 
prizes,  was  too 
recent  to  need 
detailing. 


Only  three  men,  out  of  1 73 
starters,  were  able  to  stick  the  ice- 
cold  trudge  to  the  golden  end. 
And,  because  of  the  very  harshness 
of  the  test,  Mr.  Wrigley  once 
more  crashed  the  front  pages  to 
a  free  footage  that  must  have 
made  the  whole  tribe  of  publicity 
experts,  who  are  nothing  if  not 
original,  gnash  their  teeth  with 
envy. 

DUT  the  flying  game  offered 
even  more  gorgeous  chances  of 
publicity  than  these  water  free- 
for-alls.  Flying  was  better  front- 
page stuff  this  year  than  battle, 
murder  or  alimony  actions.  One 
flip  across  the  Atlantic — although 
it  was  merely  a  repetition  of  what 
Alcock  and  Bron  had  done  before 
any  American  had  learnt  to  fly — 
made  Lindbergh  in  a  twinkling  the 
world's  greatest  hero.  Within  the 
space  of  one  month  more  words 
were  printed  about  him  than  you 
will  find  in  the  Bible.  The  news- 
papers of  the  universe  flung  their 
columns  open  to  his  name  and,  like 
the  baby  in  the  ancient  advertise- 
ment, cried  for  more. 

After  that  everyone  tried  to 
get  aboard  the  flying  billboard. 
"Say  it  with  airplanes" — that  be- 
came the  slogan  of  the  boys  with 


•OH.  I   DO  LOVE  YOU— YOU'RE  SO  DISILLUSIONED!" 


something  to  sell.  And  the  affair 
did  not  end  with  having  these 
air  argonauts  say,  "I  kept  warm  by 
using  your  fountain  pen,"  or  "We 
stayed  awake  by  reading  your 
novel,"  but  it  went  further. 

Babbitts  sought  to  put  their 
communities  on  the  map  by  having 
planes  do  fresh  ocean  stunts  with 
some  such  high  art  cognomen  on 
the  side  of  the  fuselage  as  "The 
Spirit  of  Zion  Centre"  or  "The 
Boy  from  Missouri." 

The  head  of  an  Ontario  brewery 
sponsored  an  Atlantic  flight  which, 
unfortunately  for  all  concerned, 
ended  in  mid-ocean.  A  pineapple 
plutocrat  of  Hawaii  offered  prizes 
for  a  hop  to  Honolulu,  the  home 
of  pineapples.  Ten  people  alto- 
gether lost  their  lives  making 
Honolulu  sure  of  the  front  page. 
Then  there  was  the  misadventure 
of  the  Old  Glory  in  which  Mr. 
Hearst,  the  American,  lost  an 
adventurous  editor. 
THE  standard  prize,  if  you've 
noticed,  for  most  of  these 
stunts,  swimming  and  flying,  seems 
to  have  been  $15,000 — if  anyone 
finished,  which  was  not  always. 
Which,  when  you  consider  the 
publicity  won,  was  cheap.  In  the 
year  of  grace  1927  you  could 
have  got  a  man 
to  fly  the  At- 
lantic or  Paci- 
fic in  a  one- 
engined  mach- 
i  n  e  which 
might  or  might 
not  flop  in  the 
water  f  if  ty 
miles  beyond 
rum  row  for 
$25,000.  ?  But 
you  could  not 
have  persuad- 
ed a  couple  of 
first-class  prize 
fighters  even  to 
stage  a  shadow 
boxing  exhibi- 
tion    in     your 
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name    for    any    such    sum. 

To  induce  Mr.  Tunney  and  Mr. 
Dempsey  really  to  punch  each 
other  for  half  an  hour  under  the 
aegis  of  your  name  or  wares,  you 
would  have  had  to  come  across 
with  an  offer  of  at  least  a  million 
and  a  half  cold  cash. 

You  would  have  to  guarantee 
the  New  York  Giants  and  the  New 
York  Americans  a  good  deal  more 
than  $25,000  to  stage  an  hour's 
game  for  the  championship  of  old 
Manhattan.  Well,  perhaps  you 
could  get  it  for  that.  But  you 
could  paste  all  the  publicity  you'd 
get  outside  of  New  York  in  one 
small  scrap  book. 

It  would  cost  you  that  sum,  at 
least,  to  have  a  couple  of  the 
world's  best  three-year-old  colts 
stage  a  race  of  two  minutes. 

So,  what  are  the  publicity  men 
going  to  do  when  the  world  wants 
no  more  swimming  Marathons  and 
flying  oceans  goes  into  the  discard 
with  dead  games  like  diabolo? 

Of  course,  in  the  next  war — or 
in  a  war  that  they  might  stage 
cheaply  for  $25,000  in  the  dear 
Balkans — they  might  arrange  for 
the  soldiers  to  rush  into  battle 
shouting  "We  Use  Skinfit  Under- 
wear"; or  they  might  arrange  for 
an  epidemic  of  suicides  who  would 
leave  notes  behind  saying  that 
they  had  been  driven  to  the  deed 
because  they  could  not  buy  a  tin 
of  Fairy  Floss  Talcum  at  the 
nearest  drug  store. 

There  are  men,  and  women,  who 
would  suicide  for  $25,000 — or  less. 


Secretive 

Producer:     "My  star  wishes 
avoid  publicity." 

Detective:     "I  understand." 

Producer:      "She   will   leave 
the  rear  door." 

Detective: 
the    reporters 

there  when  she  comes  out." 

*        *        * 

Coincidence 

He:  "A  doctor  says  that  we  are 
what  we  eat." 

She:  "Then  how  did  you  hap- 
pen to  pick  out  prunes  as  a  steady 
diet?" 


to 


by 


"All  right.     I'll  have 
and    photographers 


ADVERTISING  COPY  WRITER:   "GOLLYI     RIVALS  THE  BEAUTY 
OF  THE  PARKER  PENT 


Charming  Nature 

"There's  a  wonderful  echo  about 
here,"  said  the  Swiss  guide  to  the 
American  who  was  admiring  the 
mountain  scenery,  "but  you  have 
to  shout  very  loud.  Now  you 
just  yell,  "Two  pints  of  beer!" 

The  American  shouted  and  then 
listened. 

"I  hear  no  echo,"  he  said. 

"Oh,  well,"  said  the  guide  smil- 
ingly, "it  makes  no  difference. 
Here  comes  the  innkeeper  with 
our  beer,  anyway!" 


Old  Manon  the  Avenue 

His  coat  is  crisp,  his  gloves,  his  tie; 

His  boutonniere  is  pink; 
His  face  massaged  and  red  and  dry 

Around  his  ribald  wink. 

It  would  not  hurt  a  girl    to  smile 

Before  she  passes  on, 
To  help  him  to  believe  awhile 

His  youth  is  not  yet  gone. 

— D.  w. 
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BY  ALFRED  S.   BEERS 


■  II  I     f  (MllT|f|1|l  I     i 


\^LE    Damien    Bredeau,    one   hot  summer 
day, 


Cam'  in  from  da  field  where  he's  makin' 
de  hay, 

An'  trow  heself  down  for  good  res'  on  da 
bed. 
"It's  too  hot  for  work  under  dat  sun,"  Bredeau  said. 
So  he  drink  t'ree,  four,  glass  of  some  strong  hom-mak' 

brew, 
An*  was  soon  fas'  asleep,  but  in  minute  or  two, 
He  wake  up  and  decide  he'll  hev  swim  in  de  bay. 
Now  Bredeau  don't  know  dere's  big  picnic  dat  day 
In  da  grove  near  sam'  place  where  he  always  was  swim; 
So  he  strip  off  hees  trowser  an'  shirt  an'  jump  in. 
Well,  to  mak'  story  short,  as  before  I  was  say, 
Some  girl  from  de  town  was  hev  picnic  dat  day, 
An*  hev  nice,  big  w'ite  table-cloth  spread  on  da  grass. 


When  doze  girl  see  heem  come  dey  all  scatter  in  fright. 
He  cam'  out  of  de  river  instead  of  da  wes', 
An'  of  all  foot-race  record  hees  tam'  was  de  bes*. 
One  girl  in  dat  crowd,  who  was  too  fat  for  run, 
Jus*  lay  on  her  back  an'  scream,  "Murder's  be  done!" 
As  Bredeau  chase  de  dog  at  dis  two-forty  pace 


J.  t¥*-y  \ 


He  trip  over  some  stump  and  fell  flat  on  hees  face. 
He  was  git  sich  a  terrible  crack  on  hees  head, 
Dat  he  woke  wit  a  groan.    He  had  roll  off  de  bed 
Where  he  lay  heself  down  jus'  two  hour  before. 
Den  he  reach  for  de  Bible  an'  solemnly  swore 
Dat  never  again  he  was  drink  de  home-brew, 
An'  from  dat  day  to  dis  to  de  pledge  he's  be  true. 


Ole  Bredeau  was  not  see  dem  girl  when  he  pass. 
An'  de  girl  day  was,  also,  not  see  ole  Bredeau, 
For  she's  well  in  da  wood  where  de  tall  tree  was  grow. 
Bout  da  tam'  ole  Bredeau  was  feel  cool  and  refresh' 
An'  decide  he's  come  out  of  de  water  an'  dress, 
He  see  nice  leetle  dog  come  an  sniff  wit'  he's  nose 
At  da  trowser,  da  shirt  and  de  res'  of  dem  clothes, 
Den  grab  up  da  trowser  an'  run  very  fas' 
l^To  de  grove  where  doze  girl  was  all  sit  on  da  grass. 
Poor  Bredeau  stan'  speechless  for  one  leetle  spell, 
Den  tak'  after  dat'  dog  wit  a  terrible  yell. 
Oh,  ole  Lochinvar  he's  one  strange-lookin'  sight. 


Lf' 
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LUNACY. 

A  Lunar  maiden,  fancy  free, 

Came  down  to  Earth  once  on  a  spree. 

Like  maids  of  every  planet,  she 
Was  full  of  curiosity. 

But  she  was  sweet  as  Eastern  spice, 
Her  heart,  of  course — "Tnn  nnlrl  nr  iVn — 


ANOTHER  MOTOR  THEFT. 

Profiteer's  Butler — Sir,  your  wife  has  run  off 
with,  the  chauffeur  in  the  car. 
Profiteer — What!    Not  the  new  Rolls-Royce? 


Far  in  her  home,  u] 
She'd  heard  that  E 

And  now  like  those 
She  sought  adventi 

The  moon  was  hid; 
She  softly  lit  and  lo 

All  night  beneath  tl 
She  sought  the  moi 


#r*  0  the  contributors  and  members  of  the  staff 
_£_  which  made  possible  the  first  issue  of  Goblin, 
a^aBI  from  which  this  page  is  a  reproduction, 
greetings!  The  first  issue  of  Goblin  appeared  in 
January,  1921 .  Since  that  time  many  of  its  origin- 
ators have  scattered  lo  all  parts  of  the  world.  Goblin 
tak.es  this  occasion,  its  seventh  anniversary,  to  wish 
them  a  Happy  New  Year  and  to  express  the  hope  of 
renewing  old  affiliations. 


And  with  the  dawning,  Linn  aim  giey, 

She  shook  her  wings  and  flew  away. 

Yes,  with  the  burst  of  pearly  dawn 
She  left:    her  dreams  of  man  were  gone. 

She'd  found  her  mortal,  who'd  not  smiled, 
But  cried:  "Oh,  Lawdy,  spare  dis  child!" 


There  was  a  young  man  from  St.  Fife 

Who  took  to  himself  once  a  wife. 
When  he  saw  his  first  meal 
He  emitted  a  squeal, 
And  took  to  the  woods  for  his  life. 


S.P.S.,  '21: 
mer?" 

Ditto,  '22: 
office." 

S.P.S.,  '21 
eh?" 


DRAUGHTY. 

"What  did  you  work  at  last  sum- 

"Draughtsman    in    an    architect's 
"Oh,    One    of    the  underdrawers, 


TELESCOPIC  RANGE  FINDER? 

The  new  night: watchman  at  the  Observatory 
was  watching  someone  using  the  big  telescope. 
Just  then  a  star  fell. 

"Begorra,"  he  said  to  himself,  "that  felly  sure 
is  a  crack  shot." 
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A  Visit  to  the  Parker-House-Rolls 


|)ARLING  JANE: 

Thank  you  for  your  sweet 
Christmas  present.  Of  course  you 
must  have  had  a  terrible  time  shop- 
ping in  that  little  village  you  live 
in,  and  no  real  stores  like  we  have 
here,  and  I  think  you  do  awfully 
well  under  the  circumstances. 

What  a  pity  you  weren't  able 
to  come  down  here  for  the  holiday 
season;  still  it  is  too  late  to  invite 
you  now.  Naturally  Wilbur's  rela- 
tions were  here  in  droves  and  took 
up  both  the  spare  bedrooms  and  if 
I  had  thought  of  you  I  would  have 
had  some  excuse  for  turning  them 
out.  But  then  they  have  so  much 
money,  Wilbur  being  the  only 
child,  and  their  big  car  did  look 
nice  outside  the  front  door,  so  I 
expect  we  really  have  to  put  up 
with  all  this  suffering. 

Well,  the  crowds  in  the  stores  the 
last  weeks  before  Christmas  were 
simply  gigantic.  I  don't  see  why 
all  these  other  persons  can't  be 
made  to  do  their  shopping  early 
to  give  us  a  chance,  and  so  ordin- 
ary; really  one  doesn't  recognize 
them  and  I  never  apologize  when 
I  step  on  their  perfectly  diffused 
feet,  to  say  nothing  of  swarms  of 
children  practically  wiping  their 
noses  on  my  fur  coat.  I  had  so 
many  things  to  take  back  and 
change  I  thought  I  would  never 
get  everything  in  time.  Why  one 
afternoon  I  got  misdirected  and 
jammed  in  a  line  and  had  to  stagger 
past  Santa  Claus,  surrounded  by 
children,  and  when  he  said,  "Is 
this  your  little  girl,  madam?"  I 
said,  "It  certainly  is  NOT,  just 
because  she  clings  to  my  coat." 
And  then  who  should  I  see  behind 
me  but  Mrs.  Parker-House-Roll, 
the  Parker-House-Roll.  Of  course 
she  didn't  know  me  then,  but  such 
a  situation! 

Wilbur's  father  was  invited  to 
a  big  party  at  their  wonderful  new 
house  on  New  Year's  Day,  and  of 
course  we  went.  Everyone  who 
matters  knows  them  and  why  we 


BY  GEOFFREY  KEIGHLEY 

have  never  been  asked  before  I 
don't  know. 

My  dear,  it  was  wonderful.  I 
do  wish  you  had  been  there  to  see 
me.  I  was  simply  in  my  element 
among  all  those  momentous  peo- 
ple. Not  that  there  were  not  some 
disagreeable  persons  there  too. 
And  then  there  was  that  friend  of 
Wilbur's,  that  red-headed  Miss 
Smyth,  in  positively  the  most  re- 
volting frock  I  have  seen  in  ages, 
and  so  thin.  Everyone  drank  like 
fishes  and  carried  on  the  most 
intellectual  conversations.  There 
were  several  university  professors 
there  and  I  do  think  cocktails  and 
champagne  are  fascinating.  Well 
things  went  very  well  and  at  dinner 
I  was  next  to  Mr.  Mologna,  and  it 
was  very  good  of  Mrs.  Parker- 
House-Roll  to  think  of  us  like  that, 
but  Miss  Smyth  was  making  the 
most  dreadful  eyes  at  Wilbur  over 
the  fish. 

All  through  the  meal  the  butler 


"I'm  sorry,  mam,  but  I've  only 
a  few  orchestra  scats  left." 

"Well,  them  won't  do,  cuz  I 
never  played  a  pianny  in  my  life 
and  Willie  ain't  old  enough  to 
begin." 


(the  Parker-House-Rolls  are  so 
cosmopolitan)  kept  filling  up  all 
the  glasses  I  had.  There  were  nearly 
as  many  as  forks,  I  mean  glasses, 
not  butlers.  He  didn't  understand 
that  when  a  glass  was  empty  I 
didn't  want  any  more  and  I  was 
too  polite  to  refuse.  Mr.  Mologna 
said  I  had  a  good  capacity  and  I 
told  him,  "All  we  Gorgons  have 
good  constitutions."  You  know 
poor  dear  father  died  of  D.T.'s  at 
a  very  advanced  age. 

Afterwards  I  danced  with  Mr. 
Mologna  and  he  really  is  divine. 
I'll  send  you  his  photograph  some 
day.  At  first  I  closed  my  eyes  and 
just  simply  floated,  but  there  were 
punch  bowls  all  over  the  place  and 
somehow  I  began  to  feel  quite 
childish. 

It  was  just  then  that  I  caught 
sight  of  Wilbur  and  that  Smyth 
baggage  coming  out  of  the  palm 
room  (they  are  always  coming 
from  somewhere)  and  on  top  of 
everything  else — well,  how  was  I 
to  know  that  there  was  a  perfectly 
potty  Chinese  jug  behind  me? 
And  we  made  the  most  awful 
smash — thousands  of  pieces! 

Wilbur  is  so  vulgar.  He  posi- 
tively dragged  me  out  of  the  place 
and  insisted  on  taking  me  home. 
Whenever  he  meets  that  skinny 
woman  he  behaves  as  if  he  were 
completely  intoxicated.  I  felt 
quite  ill  the  next  morning  and  I'd 
have  packed  up  and  gone  home  to 
mother  at  once  if  she  hadn't  been 
staying  wich  us. 

Poor  Jane,  what  a  pity  you  are 
not  here!  I  could  introduce  you 
to  such  really  worth-while  people. 
If  the  rest  of  the  New  Year  keeps 
on  like  this  I  shall  have  to  get  a 
separation  from  my  brute  of  a 
husband. 

Tenderly  yours, 

Martha. 

*        *        * 

Just  Like  a  Woman 

"Woman    Drops   Head   While 
on  Shopping  Tour." 

— Fostoria  (Ohio)  Times. 
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"THEM  FRENCH  CHEFS  HAS  SURE  GOT  THE  REAL  DISTINCTIVE  TOUCH.  AIN'T  THEY.  CUTHBERT?" 
"YOU  SAID  A  MOUTHFUL.   OSMOND.   THAT'S   CANETON   DE  CHAMBERTIN   A-COMIN-    UP  THERE    NOW   OR    MY 
NOSE  IS  PLAYING  ME  FOR  A  SUCKER." 
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Wrong  Numbers 

J  PON  answering  my  telephone, 
I  have  in  my  time  been  ad- 
dressed as  Mamie,  as  the  Busy 
Bee,  as  Miss  Kats,  as  "Lissen, 
baby,"  as  Mr.  Goldman's  secretary, 
as  Hornblower  &  Weeks,  as  Ma, 
as  the  Hamilton  operator  and  as 
Laura  Secord. 

I  have  been  asked  if  Lena  has 
come  back  yet;  how  Harry  is  since 
his  appendix;  what  I  charge  for 
the  rent  of  a  Packard  with  chauf- 
feur by  the  week;  what  time  the 
feature  picture  starts;  and  why 
Mrs.  T.  L.  Williams  is  still  without 
the  six  French  lamb  chops  ordered 
by  her  at  least  four  hours  ago. 

I  have  been  awakened  at  six 
a.m.  and  quizzed  about  trains 
from  Pincher  Creek. 

I  have  been  roused  at  three  and 
told  to  jump  in  a  cab  and  come 
straight  down  to  Room  562,  the 
King  Edward — where,  I  am  as- 
sured, the  the  Gang  All  is. 

I  have  been  urged  to  say  whathe- 
hell  I  meant  by  goin'  out  with 
that  big  stiff  Berger  last  night; 
and  whether  or  not  I  want  a  bust 
in  the  nose. 

Fires,  defective  plumbing,  Jun- 
ior's midnight  croup,  and  the  inex- 
plicable and  unprecedented  ap- 
pearance of  roaches  in  the  kitchen 
of  Mrs.  Abner  Corum,  C-o-r-u-m, 
of  Cottingham  Street,  have  been 
reported  to  my  ear.  Good  general 
housework  girls,  preferably  white, 
have  been  demanded  of  me.  Also 
seats  on  the  aisle,  transportation 
to  Europe,  and  Miss  Hannah 
Miller's  grey  crepe  de  Chine  dress, 
which  it  seems  I  have  had  much 
too   long. 

Now,  this  sort  of  thing  cannot 
continue. 

It  is  undermining  my  health. 
It  is  souring  my  once  quite  sweet 
nature.  It  is  ruining  me  socially — 
for  my  line  is  always  busy  when 
friends  who  want  me  to  go  to 
places  try   to  get  me. 

I  am  weary  of  it,  and  I  insist 
that  it  cease. 
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THE  TABLE-CLOTH-WRITING  EXPERT  CALCULATES  HIS  INCOME  TAX. 


Accordingly,  for  the  benefit  of 
the  telephoning  public  of  Toronto, 
Newmarket,  Islington,  Port  Credit, 
Deseronto,  Weston  and  Todmor- 
den,  I  hereby  make  pro- 
clamation that:  (1)  My  name 
is  Katharine;  (2)  I  am  not  a 
place  of  business,  nor  am  I  your 
Aunt  Sue;  (3)  I  cannot  supply 
you  with  any  animal,  vegetable, 
mineral  or  synthetic  commodity, 
now  or  at  any  time;  (4)  I  do  not 
know  what  you're  talking  about; 
(5)  I  do  not  give  a  damn. 

Now  will  you  let  me  alone? 

—  KATHARINE    BRUSH. 


nice  pie 
Monday 
the  gar- 
,  Dewey 
of    soap 


Yes,  Sir,  You  Sure  Did 

From  the  McCreary  County 
(0.)  Record 
We  sure  did  have  a 
supper  at  Paint  Cliff 
night.  Beatrice  Bell  got 
ters  for  the  prettiest  gir 
Chitwood  got  the  cake 
for  the  dirtiest  boy,  and  Willie 
Bell  got  the  pair  of  socks  for  the 
biggest    foot. 

*        *        * 

Move  over,  people, 

Make  room  for  Miss  Hutt; 
She  thinks  Yale  locks 
Is  a  college  hair-cut. 
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THE  COMMERCE  AND  TRANSPORTATION   BUILDING— NORTH-EAST   CORNER,   BAY  AND  FRONT  STREETS,   TORONTO,   ONT. 


We  offer  you 


with 
SAFETY 


ItLj  Uu  a  Share  in  the  Ownership, 
Profits  and  Management  of  Toronto's  Newest 
Office  Building. 

Seven  per  cent,  interest  payable  by  cheque 
January  1st  and  July  1st  each  year  at  your  own 
bank  without  deduction  for  exchange. 

Very  few  Individual  Men  have  the  means  to 
purchase  Real  Estate  in  the  business  section  of 
large  and  growing  cities. 

A  Record  is  Better  than  a  Promise  For 


This  huge  source  of  future  Profits  is  usually 
only  available  to  very  rich  men  or  large  corpora- 
tions. 

Present  investors  in  the  Commerce  and 
Transportation  Building  Limited,  will  share  in 
these  profits  through  the  common  stock  now 
being  given  to  them  as  a  Bonus. 

We  believe  that  this  is  the  first  time  that 
such  an  opportunity  has  been  offered  to  you  and 
hope  that  you  will  ask  us  for  further  information 
in  regard  to  same. 

G.  A.  STIMSON  &  CO. 


LIMITED 


EST.  1883 


The  Oldest 
Bond  House  in  Canada 

300  Bay  Street  54-60  Sparks  Street 

TORONTO,  ONT.  OTTAWA,  ONT. 

Merchants  Exchange  Bldg.,  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

44  years  every  bond  issue  recommended  and  sold  by  G.  A.  Slimson 
Ltd.,  has  paid  interest  and  principal  when  due. 


&Co. 


G.  A.  STIMSON  &  CO.,  LIMITED, 
300  Bay  Street, 
Toronto,  2. 
Please  send  me  full  particulars  of  how  I  may  secure  7%  and  a  share  in  the  profits  of  the  Commerce  and    Transportation   Building, 
without  any  obligation  on  my  part  whatsoever. 

Name Address 
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A  S  we  come  jog- 
ging along  to 
press  in  some- 
thing resembling 
a  frenzy — a  fren- 
zy is  a  little  like 
a  Chevrolet 
coupe,  only  not  so 
roomy — the  little 
home  community  in  which   I   live     comedy  quietly  slips  out  of  Holly- 


is  at  least  seventy-five  per  cent, 
agog  over  the  opening  of  Douglas 
Fairbank's  annual  contribution  to 
the  world's  supply  of  entertain- 
ment. It  is  called  "The  Gaucho." 
This  is  why  everyone  is  so  agog. 

I  have  not  seen  the  picture 
yet,  having  lost  the  sight  of  one 
eye  and  fractured  two  ribs  at  a 
movie  premier  once.  In  the  mean- 
time you  can  content  yourselves 
with  this  information.  One-eighth 
of  the  world  calls  it  "the  gowshoo," 
one-seventh  calls  it  "the  gawchoo," 
two-thirds  call  it  "the  gooshoo," 
a  ninth  speak  of  it  as  "the  gauch- 
oh,"  and  if  that  doesn't  add  up 
to  everyone  I'm  sorry.  I  shall 
tell  you  what  I  call  it  next  month. 

And  while  we're  on  the  subject 
of  the  Fairbanks  family  it  must 
be  stated  here  that  Mrs.  Fairbanks, 
who  was  one  of  those  little  Pickford 
girls — no,  not  Lottie — I  think  it 
was  Mary,  is  to  be  seen  in  some- 
thing or  other  called  "My  Best 
Girl."  This  is  noted  for  no  other 
reason  than  its  possible  news  value. 
When  Mary  Pickford  and  I  were 
both  a  good  deal  younger  I  saved 
my  nickel  on  the  Saturday  after- 
noons she  was  at  our  neighbour- 
hood playhouse.  I'm  still  saving 
my  nickels  on  such  Saturday  after- 
noons. Be  it  said,  however,  the 
gents  on  our  local  newspapers 
found  art  in  Miss  Pickford's  latest 
opera  and  said  it  had  a  fine  old 
early  movie  flavour.  This  is  what 
they  pan  in  everything  else.  Ah, 
well,  lackaday! 

(Ed.  note:  Unless  you've  seen 
some  pictures  we  might's  well  stop 
all  this  right  here  and  all  go  to 
the  movies.) 

(Author's  note:  Ah,  have  a 
heart!) 

Occasionally    a    motion    picture 


wood  and  asserts  itself  as  a 
comedy.  On  such  occasions,  no 
doubt,  the  producers  feel  a  nit 
nettled,   or   something,   but   I    feel 


DOUG.  FAIRBANKS  IN  "THE  GAUCHO" 

just  dandy.  I  get  up  on  my  hind 
legs  and  wave  my  bonnet  and  shout 
and  just  carry  on  disgustingly. 

Consider  then  "Two  Arabian 
Knights,"  co-featuring  Louis  Wol- 
heim,    William    Boyd    and    Mary 


AND  BRIEFLY 
f)RESS  PARADE.— William  Boyd 
proving  he  is  loyal  to  the  corps  in 
a  yarn  about  honour  and  so  forth  at 
West  Point.  The  scenery  is  very 
pretty  and  so  is  Bessie  Love. 

THE  MAIN  EVENT.— A  prize- 
fight story  of  a  girl  who  loves  not 
wisely  but  the  wrong  guy,  and  the 
prize-fighter  who  stays  up  all  night 
with  a  cutie  while  true  love  is  born 
and  then  wins  the  main  event  through 
sheer  anxiety. 

BODY  AND  SOUL.— One  of  those 
things  wherein  the  doctor  says,  "You 
see  before  you  the  remnants  of  a  once 
great  surgeon,"  behaves  like  a  chiro- 
practor and  is  Lionel  Barrymore. 
Norman  Kerry  is  dreadful  and  Aileen 
Pringle  does  her  best,  which  isn't 
enough. 


Astor,  as  bringing 
about  such  a 
phenomenon  (or 
is  it  na?).  This 
absolutely  excru- 
ciating farce  of 
two  doughboys 
captured  by  the 
Germans  and 
transported  by  the  circumstances 
of  the  scenario  to  Arabia  is  every- 
thing anyone  who  wants  to  laugh 
and  knows  when  to  laugh  could 
demand. 

Louis  Wolheim,  who  lately 
threatened  to  get  his  face  tinkered 
with  so  that  he  could  play  romantic 
roles  and  thus  got  wads  of  excel- 
lently planned  publicity,  does  some 
simply  superb  acting,  as,  for  ex- 
ample, when  he  is  informed  just 
what  sort  of  a  gent  a  eunuch  is. 
Mr.  Wolheim's  face  registers  such 
a  sublime  combination  of  pity, 
understanding,  scorn  and  relief  at 
knowing  that  the  sweet  young 
thing  is  in  practically  no  danger, 
that  it  is  almost  unbelievable. 
And  his  expression  at  finding  that 
the  goat  (an  old  gag  by  the  way) 
from  which  he  and  his  buddy  are 
planning  to  get  a  much  needed 
glass  of  milk  is  not  that  kind  of  a 
goat,  is  no  less  amazing  and  should 
be  shellacked  and  saved  for  poster- 
ity. 

William  Boyd  is  good-looking 
enough  and  amusing  enough,  with 
the  gags  supplied  him,  to  hold  up 
his  end  of  the  combination  (that 
is,  I  believe,  something  flappers 
like  best — next  to  themselves)  and 
Mary  Astor,  even  with  about  six 
million  dollars'  worth  of  oriental 
clothes,  looks  about  as  Arabian  as 
Agnes  Macphail,  but  who  care! 

As  you  have  probably  guessed 
by  this  time,  I  have  not  had  such 
a  swell  time  at  a  picture  since 
— if  memory  serves — "The  Mark 
of  Zorro,"  which  is  still,  to  my 
mind,  the  best  thing  the  earlier- 
mentioned  Douglas  Fairbanks  ever 
did.  Please  don't  miss — to  go  on 
record  with  the  name  again — 
"Two   Arabian   Knights,"   for   my 

(Continued  on  page  29) 
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Another  young  lady's  diary  .   .   .   more  material  for  debate  .   .   .   Zane  Grey  repeats  .   .   .  the  critic  smiles 
again  .  .   .     the  war  book  comes  back  •   •   ■  Stephen  McKenna  writes  another. 


A  OMEHOW,  if  forced 
to  express  an  opinion 
(and  that's  just  what 
we  are  being  forced 
to  express)  of  "Ara- 
bella's Letters''  by 
Arabella  M.  Stuart  (Musson),  we 
would  say  with  Mr.  Moran,  "Even 
if  it  was  good  we  wouldn't  like  it." 
"Arabella's  Letters,  together  with 
the  contents  of  her  small  diary, 
1823-1828,"  is  a  pretty  cool  imita- 
tion of  the  "Diary  of  a  Young  Lady 
of  Fashion,"  that  famous  and  no- 
torious hoax.  "Arabella's  Letters," 
however,  differs  in  one  exceedingly 
important  factor.  It  lacks  the 
charm  of  its  model.  For  all  we 
know,  the  letters  of  Arabella  and 
her  diary  may  be  the  real  McCoy. 
If  it  is,  so  much  the  worse  for 
realism. 

^^NCE  upon  a  time  there  was 
a  modest  and  retiring  little 
man  whom  nobody  noticed.  Oh 
my!  he  was  a  washout  on  a  party! 
Then  he  read  "The  Companionate 
Marriage,"  by  Judge  Ben  Lindsey 
(McLean  &  Smithers).  Now  wher- 
ever he  goes  he  is  the  centre  of  a 
wild  group  of  people,  all  of  whom 
seem  to  be  trying  to  talk  at  once. 
In  a  few  years  companionate  mar- 
riage should  come  in  for  sane  dis- 
cussion. At  present  its  confusion 
with  trial  marriage  and  free  love 
makes  fanatics  of  even  its  partisans. 
As  one  reads  Judge  Lindsey 's 
bright  and  thorough  exposition  of 
the  subject,  the  thing  seems  so 
obviously  sound  that  one  suspects 
his  reasoning  must  be  specious. 
One's  inclination  is  to  refer  the 
matter  to  an  authority.  In  the 
face  of  this  we  realize  that  it  would 
be  difficult  to  find  greater  auth- 
ority than  Judge  Ben  Lindsey,  late 


of    the    Domestic     Relations    and 
Juvenile  Court  of  Denver. 

REVIEWING  a  Zane  Grey  book 
may  be  listed  among  the  en- 
deavours that  really  do  not  matter. 
A  Zane  Grey  follower,  convert, 
addict  or  fanatic, as  the  case  may  be, 
is  steeped  in  his  allegiance  and  all 
the  critical  blunderbusses  in  the 
world  cannot  drown  his  hymns  of 
praise.  Each  successive  volume 
from  the  prolific  typewriter  of  the 
ruler  monarch  of  Western  writers 
is  the  signal  for  a  mighty  roar  of 
hosannahs.  And  those  in  the  op- 
posing camp  are  equally  fixed  in 
their  opinions,  firmly  settled  in 
their  conviction  that  his  popularity 
is  proof  positive  of  the  low  level  of 
national  literary  taste.  It  will  be 
probably  enough  to  say,  then,  that 
"Forlorn  River"  is  another  book 
by  Zane  Grey  (Musson). 

"^0  OTHER  TIGER,"  by  A. 
E.  W.  Mason  (Musson),  is 
the  critic's  delight.  In  review  he 
can  honestly  say:  "Here's  a  book 
that  once  commenced  will  cause 
you  to  forget  children,  wife  and 
even  dinner!" 

In  addition  to  a  sound  plot,  Mr. 
Mason  has  a  charming  dialogue 
technique.  Alone  of  modern  writ- 
ers he  seems  to  have  inherited  the 
mantle  of  Henry  Seton  Merriman. 
His  conversations   have   the  same 


intriguing  quality  which  gives  the 
reader  the  feeling  that  behind 
commonplace  words  lurks  some 
hidden  deeper  meaning. 

PJELEN  DORE  BOYLSTON 
was  an  American  nurse  who 
had  the  good  fortune  to  spend 
much  of  her  time  in  British  hos- 
pitals during  the  war.  In  "Sister" 
(McLean  &  Smithers)  she  gives  us 
a  sketchy  but  illuminating  record 
of  the  war  as  an  intelligent  woman 
saw  it.  "Sister"  will — if  anything 
can — effectually  answer  the  sour- 
faced  crowd  that  pursed  its  lips  and 
muttered  "Shocking!"  at  the 
thought  of  light-hearted  love-mak- 
ing before  officers  and  sisters  parted 
— the  one  up  the  line,  the  other  to 
reeking,  bloody  operating  rooms; 
for  the  author,  then  only  a  young 
girl,  has  analyzed  for  herself  the 
reason  she  fell  in  love  so  readily 
with  the  new  men.  Her  amused 
discussion  of  the  anti-climax  she 
experienced  when  one  returned 
after  having  been  mourned  as  dead 
is  only  equalled  as  an  illuminating 
sidelight  on  war  by  the  scathing 
things  left  unsaid  about  an  ur- 
named  general. 

"J)UE  RECKONING,"  by  Ste- 
phen McKenna  (Nelson),  is 
the  third  and  last  part  of  "The 
Realists."  Not  to  have  read  the 
first  two  instalments,  to  judge  by 
the  last,  is  no  great  loss.  "Due 
Reckoning,"  complete  in  itself,  is 
quite  enough  of  that  kind  of  thing. 
An  old  theme:  the  irksomeness 
Beauty  encounters  in  her  marriage 
with  Wealth  and  Power  after  jilting 
Poverty.  To  make  such  a  situa- 
tion interesting  would  require  a 
new  treatment.  Mr.  McKenna 
has  neglected  to  provide  it. 

— ALDEN  DANIELS. 
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j^J  fj  ELIEVE  it  or  not, 
we  are  getting  a 
little  tired  of  Nick 
Lucas,  the  Croon- 
Tg  ing  Troubador.  In 
"Among  My  Sou- 
venirs" (Brunswick)  he  croons  him- 
self into  tears,  and  in  "Blue 
Heaven,"  on  the  reverse,  he  does 
the  same  with  a  number  which  is 
not  particularly  suitable  for  his 
pathetic  style.  Then  just  to  show 
how  ugly  we  can  be  on  a  nice 
bright  morning  like  this,  we  would 
like  to  take  a  wallop  at  Charles 
Harrison  singing  "Charmaine"  and 
Irving  Kaufman  singing  "Just 
Once  Again"  next  door.  They 
conjure  up  nightmares  of  singing 
waiters  (Apex). 

Now  that's  over,  and  we  can 
hand  out  a  few  real,  genuine,  gilded 
lilies  to  such  good  little  boys  as 
the  Six  Jumping  Jacks  who  weave 
harmonies  into  a  smart  fox  trot 
entitled  "Go  Home  and  Tell  Your 
Mother"  (Brunswick),  and  to  Nat 
Shilkret  and  his  orchestra  playing 
"Where  Is  My  Meyer?"  the  "na- 
tural" from  the  new  Chauve- 
Souris  (Victor).  George  Olsen,  on 
the  reverse  of  the  latter,  will  tickle 
your  fancy  with  "Blue  Baby,"  an- 
other knockout.  The  Columbia- 
Eddie  Thomas  Collegians'  version 
of  "Where  is  My  Meyer?"  is  a 
little  different  but  also  excellent, 
and  features  the  well-known  Don 
Voorhees  aggregation  on  the  back, 
playing  "Clementine."  "I  Ain't 
That  Kind  of  a  Baby"  and  "Kiss 
and  Make  Up,"  two  Apex  releases 
played  by  Harry  Reser's  Orchestra, 
are  among  the  best  foxtrots  of  the 
month  and  are  well  mated  with 
"Baby  Feet"  and  "Barbara,"  res- 
pectively. "Pastafazoola,"  by  the 
Six  Jumping  Jacks  (Brunswick),  is 
a  good  number  to  start  them  off 
with  after  supper,  unless  you  want 
to  go  to  bed  early.  This  also  goes 
for    the    current    "rage"    number, 


INVESTOR'S  GUIDE 

Apex: 
"I  Ain't  That  Kind  of  a  Baby"  ("Baby 

Feet"). 
"It  Was  Only  a  Sun  Shower." 

Brunswick^ 

"I  Fell  Head  Over  Heels  in  Love." 
"What'll  You  Do?" 

Columbia: 
"Where  Is  My  Meyer?"  ("Clementine") 
"My  Heart  Stood  Still." 

Victor: 
"Where  Is  My  Meyer?"  ("Blue  Baby") 
"My  Heart  Stood  Still." 


"My  Heart  Stood  Still."  Both 
Victor  and  Columbia  have  pretty 
good  foxtrot  numbers  of  it. 

Other  fox-trots  recommended 
are,  "It  Was  Only  a  Sun  Shower," 
by  Al.  Friedman's  Orchestra 
(Apex);  "What'll  You  Do?"  coup- 
led with  "Together  We  Two," 
played  by  Isham  Jones'  Orchestra 
(orchestration  plus)  (Brunswick); 
"Lonely  in  a  Crowd,"  by  the  Park 
Lane  Orchestra  (Brunswick)  '>  and 
"Dainty  Miss,"  played  by  Nat 
Shilkret  (Victor),  a  new  version  of 
the  oft-recurring  "Nola,"  which 
has  already  popped  up  under  such 
delightful  names  as  "The  Doll 
Dance"  and  "Polly."  Among  the 
waltzes  we  went  over  we  liked 
"C'Est  Vous'  and  "Are  You  Lone- 
some To-night?"  played  by  the 
Columbians  (Columbia). 
pOR  those  who  like  organ  rec- 
ords, the  following  are  recom- 
mended: "Under  the  Moon,"  by 
Lou  White,   at  the  Roxy  Theatre 


RADIO  TERM  ILLUSTRATED:  "THREE 
STAGES  OF  AMPLIFICATION." 


Organ  (Brunswick)  ">  "Just  a  Mem- 
ory" and  "After  I've  Called  You 
Sweetheart,"  by  Jesse  Crawford 
(Victor),  and  "Blue  Heaven,"  by 
Eddie  Dunsteadter  (Brunswick). 
QODFREY  LUDLOW,  the  vio- 
linist, is  new  to  us  on  the 
records.  When  he  plays  "Mi 
Viego  Amor,"  you  will  weep  in 
your  beer  for  your  lost  youth,  and 
when  tearfully  someone  turns  the 
record  over  to  "Estrellita,"  you 
will  kick  yourself  for  not  discover- 
ing sooner  that  that  little  Thomp- 
son girl  is  an  angel  incarnate 
(Brunswick).  "Some  Day,  Sweet- 
heart" has  always  been  our  favour- 
ite mean  and  low-down  hot  num- 
ber, and  Radio  Eddy  with  Harold 
Lambert  sings  it  like  nobody's  busi- 
ness (Apex).  The  Whispering 
Pianist,  Art  Gillham,  (Columbia) 
sings  "I  Love  You,  but  I  Don't 
Know  Why,"  but  the  accompani- 
ment by  the  Southland  Syncopa- 
tors  steals  the  applause.  "I  Fell 
Head  over  Heels  in  Love,"  by  our 
old  favourites,  the  Yacht  Club 
Boys,  who  introduced  "Red  Riding 
Hood"  to  us,  is  a  splendidly  done 
ballad  in  the  tradition  of  an  earlier 
generation.  They  pull  up  the 
average  in  modernity,  however, 
with  "You  Can't  Walk  Back  from 
an  Aeroplane"  on  the  reverse 
(Brunswick).  Victor  have  brought 
out  a  twelve-inch  "Gems  from 
the  Vagabond  King"  ("Gems  from 
Peggy-Ann"  on  the  reverse),  by 
their  Light  Opera  Company.  "The 
King"  numbers  are  by  far  the  best. 

Esther  Walker  is  pleasantly  pa- 
thetic in  "After  I've  Called  You 
Sweetheart  (How  Can  I  Call  You 
Friend?),"  but  in  "I  Ain't  That 
Kind  of  a  Baby,"  she  is  wurra, 
wurra  hotsy-totsy  (Brunswick). 

One  of  the  best  classical  records 
of  the  month  is  Beniamino  Gigli, 
who  sings  in  a  virile  tenor,  "0  Bei 
Midi  d'Amore"  and  "Addio  a 
Napoli"  (Victor).    Stephen  moon. 


Goblin 


27 


OVER  13,000  SATISFIED  OWNERS  IN  TORONTO 


"V 


If  our  weeks  washing 
done  for  you  free/ 


OUR  confidence  in  the  NEW  1928  Model,  Miss 
Simplicity  Electric  Washer,  is  so  great  that  we 
seek  only  the  opportunity  of  placing  it  in  your 
own  home,  for  free  use,  with  absolutely  no  obligation 
upon  your  part.  By  doing  your  week's  washing  the 
Miss  Simplicity  way  you  will  thoroughly  satisfy  your- 
self that  here  is  an  instrument  which  combines  all  the 
prime  requisites  of  a  domestic  electric  washer — simplicity, 
efficiency,  durability  and  service. 


Miss  Simplicity  is  a  pro- 
duct of  the  Wm.  A.  Kribs, 
Co.  of  Hespeler,  a  leading 
manufacturing  corporation 
for    the     past     70    years. 


Your  enthusiasm  for  the  Miss  Simplicity  Washer  after  testing  it 
in  actual  performance  in  your  own  home,  will  be  heightened  by 
the  knowledge  that  its  surprisingly  low  price  makes  possible  the 
lowest  terms  obtainable  upon  any  Electric  Washer  in  Toronto. 
For  but  $1.25  a  week  you  may  enjoy  the  luxury  and  convenience 
of  the  Miss  Simplicity. 

Do  not  delay.  This  is  a  limited  time  offer.  Either  telephone, 
write  or  call  at  our  office,  open  until  ten  o'clock  Monday  evenings. 


Hiss  Simplicity 

ELECTRIC     WASHER   ' 


EARLE  ELECTRIC  CO. 

107  Richmond  St.  East  Elgin  9677 
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The  $5.00  Prize-Winning  Letter 

1110  Wyandotte  Street, 

Windsor,  Ontario. 
Editor,  Goblin  Magazine. 
Dear  Sir: 

I  read  with  interest  the  editorial  which 
appeared  in  your  October  issue.  The  sub- 
ject you  chose,  in  my  opinion,  is  one  ol 
the  chief  factors  concerned  in  the  welfare 
of  our  country.  School  is  essentially 
the  training  ground  in  which  our  future 
citizens  learn  the  principles  that  must 
be  their  guide  in  after  years.  School 
spirit  teaches  loyalty,  fair  play  and  toler- 
ance, which  are  the  fundamentals  of  the 
greater  National  Spirit.  Our  future  is 
in  the  children's  keeping.  Our  past 
accomplishment  must  be  their  Ideal. 
As  a  school  is  an  individual,  so  must 
we  as  a  nation  be,  and  our  people  even 
as  school  children. 

There  are  just  three  ways  to  absorb 
knowledge :  reading,  hearing  and  practical 
experience.  The  literary  world  is  the 
all-important  medium.  A  decent  Can- 
adian publication  is  an  enormous  asset 
to  any  Canadian  community  it  appears 
in.  You  are  in  the  business — you  tell 
'em.  Goblin,  and  good  luck. 

Yours   very   truly, 

J.   M.   L.   CLIFFORD. 

*  *  * 

Poetry  from  Perth 

Perth,  Vic.  Co.,  N.B., 
October  12,  1927. 
Editor  of  Goblin, 

Toronto,  Canada. 
Dear  Sir: 
In  the  Goblin  there  is  zest 

For  the  work  you've  not  begun. 
In  the  Goblin  there  is  rest, 

From  the  work  you  should  have  done. 

If  you  have  your  French  to  do, 

Latin,  English  or  Hebrew, 

Read  the  Goblin  first 

And  with  laughter  you'll  most  burst 

At  the  jokes  you  find  therein. 


In  Which  We  Break  Even 

672  Fort  George  Avenue, 
New  York  City, 
November  1 6th,  1927. 
The  Goblins,  Limited, 
1  70  Bay  Street, 

Toronto   2,   Canada. 
Gentlemen: 

I  take  my  pen  in  hand,  or  rather, 
typewriter,  to  let  out  a  few  howls,  liter- 
ally speaking.  Some  time  ago  I  subscribed 


to  the  Goblin,  and  after  due  time,  my 
first  copy  (October  issue)  came  to  hand. 
All  right.  Well  and  good.  But  (dark, 
dark  clouds  are  in  the  offing)  the  Novem- 
ber number  has  nary  put  in  its  appear- 
ance. If  you  send  it  along  as  soon  as 
possible,  I  promise  to  eat  all  the  spinach 
off  my  plate.  One  moment  before  you 
go!  I  have  another  complaint  (is  that 
what  it  is?)  to  make,  so  if  you  just  hold 
the  wire  a  minute  I'll  get  it.  (It  was 
right  here  a  minute  ago!  Dear  me!). 
Oh,  yes,  when  you  send  the  next  copy 
and  the  succeeding  numbers,  would  you 
send  them  folded  once.  The  way  you 
send  them  (or  rather  the  first  one) 
tightly  rolled  up  is  very  trying  unrolling 
it  in  any  condition  to  read,  especially 
propped  up  against  the  sugar  bowl  at 
breakfast. 

And  now  for  the  recommendations: 
(aaaaahhhhh!)  The  humour  is  both 
refreshing  and  original.  So!  As  to  the 
artists,  you  have  corralled  about  the 
best  collection  of  comic  artists  on  this 
side  of  the  ocean  (in  fact  any  side  of  the 
ocean.  I  may  as  well  go  the  limit). 
The  outstanding  one  is  Aladjalov.  I  have 
seen  some  of  his  work  in  town  but  they 
were  straight  drawings.  Let  your  sub- 
scribers see  more  of  his  work  with  a 
humorous  title.  They  are  unhackneyed, 
which  is  unusual  in  these  times. 
Sincerely, 

CHARLES  o'MALLEY. 

P.S.- — You  WILL  send  the  November 
issue  soon,  won't  you? 

*  *  * 

A  "Wad  of  Paper" 

584  Reid  Street, 
Vancouver,  B.C., 
November  2,  1927. 
The  Editor, 

Goblin  Magazine, 
Toronto,  Ontario. 
Dear  Sir: 

Re  "The  Teachers'  Convention"  of 

October  issue  of  Goblin  : 
Being  a  teacher  of  ten  years'  experience, 
I  beg  to  state  our  conventions  are  run 
systematically.  Each  minute  is  of  vital 
importance.  Why  pick  on  the  poor  teach- 
ers of  our  little  Willies? 

As  to  a  "cud  of  gum"  or  "wad  of  paper" 
exciting  us — why,  they  are  mere  trifles 
in  our  everyday  life. 

Never  call  recess  when  such  an  article 
is  available.  I  am  still  laughing  about 
it. 

Wishing  you  every  success, 
I   remain, 

MRS.    DONALD    MCPHERSON. 


Upon  Which  We  Blush 

Wolfville,  N.S., 

October  22,1927. 
Editor,  Goblin. 
Dear  Sir: 

One  of  the  most  commendable  virtues 
is  courage. 

Hats  off  to  the  editor  who  has  the 
courage  to  publish  the  censorious  criti- 
cisms of  Goblin  and  its  humorous 
articles.  If  the  clergymen  and  others 
who  called  your  publication  a  "rag" 
would  use  their  influence  to  ban  some 
of  the  vile  American  trash  that  is  allowed 
to  come  into  Canada,  it  would  be  more 
creditable. 

Wishing   you   success, 
Yours, 

BLUENOSE. 

*  *  * 

Contests 

313  Notre  Dame  Street  East, 
Montreal  Canada, 

October  18,   1927. 
The  Contest  Department, 

Goblin  Magazine, 
170   Bay  Street, 
Toronto,  Ont. 
Gentlemen: 

To  develop  the  brains  of  its  people 
should  be  one  of  the  most  important 
aims  of  every  government.  But,  may  be, 
because  politics  takes  their  full  time 
our  politicians  have  neglected  this  fact 
which  is  their  duty,  relying,  supposedly,  on 
our  newspapers  and  magazines  to  take 
charge   of   this   important   matter. 

Apparently,  Goblin  Magazine  is  dis- 
charging this  responsibility  faithfully, 
and  every  Canadian,  either  by  birth  or 
by  adoption,  should  congratulate  you 
for  the  good  service  you  are  accomplishing 
by  trying  to  develop  in  the  people  oi  this 
great  dominion  the  faculty  of  patience, 
perseverance  and  accuracy;  three  things 
for  which  we  are  in  great  need. 

We  always  hear  of  contests  in  athletics 
in  which  the  contestants  earn  great  sums 
of  money  so  that  we  are  becoming  to 
think  that  our  present  age  does  not  care 
a  bit  for  brain  supremacy  and  skill.  But 
now,  as  long  as  you  have  started  to  educate 
our  people  to  pay  attention  to  these 
brain  contests,  I  feel  sure  that  in  due 
course  everybody  will  become  interested 
in  solving  such  problems,  and  it  will  be 
known  that  it  was  Goblin  Magazine 
who  started  these  useful  contests,  and  it 
is  Goblin  Magazine  to  whom  are  due  the 
esteem    and    thanks    of    all    Canadians. 

Enclosed  please  find  my  answer  to 
the    problem   with    a    bill   of   five   dollars 

(Continued  on  page  33) 
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Scanning  the  Filmament 

{Continued  from  page  24) 
And     that's     not    entirely         The  other  night  I  took  occasion 


sake. 

selfish,  either.     It's  just  dandy. 
(Ed.  note:  That's  more  like  it.) 
(Author's  note:    Just  give  me 
a  little  time,  that's  all!) 

If  you  like  basketball,  there  is  a 
good  basketball  game  in  "The 
High  School  Hero."  And  if  you 
know  anything  about  the  agony 
of  a  high  school  Latin  play  produc- 
tion and  presentation,  there  is  a 
screaming  burlesque  of  such  a 
thing  in  the  picture.  Also,  if  you 
can't  believe  that  any  young  wom- 
an would  seriously  let  herself  be 
known  to  the  world  as  Sally 
Phipps,  you'll  find  proof  that  one 
does  and  is  acting  in  the  afore- 
mentioned celluloid  opus.  Finally, 
if  you  can  imagine  a  film  wherein 
the  heroine  marries  neither  of  the 
two  heroes,  you   can  build  yourself 


to  see  that  grand  slam  of  De 
Mille's,  vintage  of  about  1920, 
and  had  more  darned  fun.  "Male 
and  Female"  I'm  speaking  of, 
which  is,  you'll  no  doubt  not  re- 
member, from  whimsical  Sir  Jim- 
mie  Barries  scrap  book.  Co- 
starred  in  it  are  Gloria  (de  la 
Falaise)  Swanson  and  Thomas 
(Strong  and  Honest)  Meighan. 
They  are  supported  admirably  by 
good  old  Theodore  Roberts  (re- 
member him  in  the  auto  pictures 
Wally  Reid  was  so  swell  in?);  Lila 
Lee,  she  of  the  big  eyes  and  raven 
braids  whom  I  would  marry  to- 
morrow or  at  least  go  to  see  if 
she'd  return  to  the  screen;  Ray- 
mond Hatton,  who  is  now  the  light 
whine  that  is  served  with  Beery; 
Wesley   Barry   as   he   used    to   be, 


the  story  of  the  film  from  the  hints     tiny,  freckled  and  cute;    and  Bebe 


I've  dropped.  Whether  you'll 
care  for  "The  High  School  Hero" 
or  not  depends  on  your  age, 
where  you  went  to  school  and 
how  many  of  these  school  films 
you've  seen.  I  remain  non-com- 
mittal except  to  say  that  the 
picture  has  youth,  charm  and 
intelligent  direction — which  isn't 
so  darned  non-committal,  is  it? 
A  comedy  yclept  "No  Place  to 
Go"  has  a  most  startling  beginning 
and  then  becomes  less  and  less 
startling  until  it  is  so  far  from 
startling  that  it's  just — well — 
startling!     First  National  Pictures 


Daniels  playing  a  "bit"  and  very 
badly,   too. 

The  subtitles,  naturally,  are  a 
riot,  running  the  entire  gamut  of 
poesy;  the  first  of  the  famous 
DeMille's  bathrooms  is  again 
shown  to  a  flabbergasted  world, 
and  the  fact  that  in  those  days 
the  ladies  and  gents  of  the  silent 
drama  knew  not  one  thing  about 
making-up  for  their  medium  is 
poignantly  evident.  Neverthe- 
less,  it  was  grand  fun  and — 

(Ed.  note:  Aren't  you  ever 
going  to  stop?) 

(Author's  note:    That's  right. 


seem  to  have  a  happy  faculty    of     ^e  nasty.      I  have.) 


or    closing     their 
with    exceptional 


either  opening 
light  comedies 
cleverness  of  agood,  homely  .obvious 
nature.  But  they  all  sag  in  the 
centre.  This  may  be  an  asset. 
People  seem  partial,  come  to  think 
of  it,  for  things  that  sag  in  the 
middle  such  as  old  chairs,  outlines 
of  history  or  philosophy  and  com- 
ing-out parties.  Personally,  I 
think  everything  should  be  taut, 
which  is  a  big  boost  for  general 
education  and  an  awful  pun  if 
anyone  wakes  you  up  in  the  middle 
of  the  night  to  ask  you. 

Author's        note  :  Is     this 

enough?) 

(Ed  note:  Not  if  you  expect  to 
get  your  apple  when  you're  fin- 
ished.) 


carroll  Carroll. 

Cruel! 

Handsome  Young  Professor  of 
Romance  Languages:  "Very  good, 
but  why  do  you  use  the  intimate 
form  of  the  verb  in  translating 
the   sentence?" 

Attractive  Co-ed  (pouting): 
"Well — I  thought  after  last 
night — " 

— Colorado  Dodo. 

*  *        * 

Tourists'  Guide:  "We  are  now 
passing  the  oldest  rum  house  in 
England." 

Tourist:      "Why?"      — Drexerd. 

#  *        * 

"That  makes  a  difference,"  said 
Willie,   as  he  snipped  off  the  left 


(Author's  note:  Oh,  all  right,  if     ear  of  one  of  the  twins, 
you  just  want  to  be  a  slave-driver.)  —Northwestern  Purple  Parrot. 


Station 
KRAFT 


"TVID  you  ever 
-■-^have  that  feed 
of  macaroni  that 
you  promised  your- 
self a  while  back  ? 

---or  those  toasted 
cheese  things  that  were 
so  good  after  the  show 
that  time  ? 

—or  that  favourite 
cheese  dish  that  your 
wife  makes  better  than 
anyone  else  ? 

Wifey  welcomes  real 
suggestions. 

N.B.—Get  a  packageof 
KRAFT  CHEESE 
on  the  way  home 
tonight. 


FREE  RECIPE  BOOK 

Send  today  for  your  copy 
of  this  booklet,  illustrated 
in  colour,  containing  the 
secrets  of  seventy  delicious 
Kraft  Cheese  recipes. 


KRAFT-  MACLAREN 
CHEESE  CO.,  Limited 

MONTREAL 
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Generally 
Speaking- 

GOOD  things 
cost  less  in 
the  long  run  .  .  . 
Castrol  Motor  Oil 
is  no  exception. 

People  of  discern- 
ment who  realize 
the  value  of  buying 
with  true  quality 
in  mind,  people 
who  can  afford  to 
be  truly  economi- 
cal, buy  Castrol 
just  as  they  insist 
upon  the  finest 
fabrics  in  their 
clothes. 

Castrol  is  the 
choice  of  His 
Majesty  the  King. 

Rolls-Royce  spec- 
ify it  .  .  .  Fords 
benefit  by  it. 


MOTOR  OIL 

SOLD  BY  LEADING  GARAGES  EVERYWHERE 


THE  answer  to  GOBLIN'S  figure  contest,  as 
published  in  the  daily  press,  was  6,140.  As 
the  number  tying  for  first  place  exceeded  the 
number  of  prizes  to  be  awarded,  a  tie-breaking 
contest,  in  accordance  with  the  rules,  has  been 
sent  to  all  entrants  having  the  above  number. 
The  final  results  will  be  published  in  an  early 
issue  of  GOBLIN. 


The  Perfect  Gentleman 

What  to  Do   in   Case  of  Murder 

^  GENTLEMAN  can  best  be 
denned  as  one  who  sticks  up 
for  his  rights.  That  what  my 
grandfather  always  claimed  and 
that's  the  way  I  look  at  it.  He 
will  see  to  it,  then,  that  his  con- 
duct during  the  murder  and 
throughout  the  trial  is  such  as  to 
procure  him  justice,  which  is  to 
say,  acquittal.  First  of  all,  have 
a  fiendish  motive,  or  no  motive  at 
all.  They  can't  convict  you  if  you 
haven't  a  sensible  motive.  That's 
obvious.  There  wouldn't  be  any 
precedent  for  it. 

Having  decided  to  commit  mur- 
der the  next  thing  is  to  procure  a 
gun.  Have  a  witness,  of  course, 
and  make  the  salesman  give  you  a 
dated  slip  in  duplicate,  which  you 
will  place  in  a  prominent  place  on 
top  of  the  desk  in  your  den.  Then 
procure  witnesses  for  the  murder — 
at  least  a  dozen.  Needless  to  say, 
these  should  be  intelligent,  trained 
observers,  preferably  lawyers,  scien- 
tists or  detectives.  Have  your 
witnesses  stationed  at  strategic 
points  around  the  scene  of  the 
crime,  and  instruct  them  to  ob- 
serve closely  and  write  down  im- 
mediately what  they  see.  Then 
approach  your  victim  and  empty 
the  entire  contents  of  your  six- 
chamber  revolver  into  his  head. 
Be  careful  not  to  speak  a  word. 
For  instance,  if  you  happened  to 
say:  "It  look?  like  rain  to-morrow." 
some  keen  lawyer,  versed  in  the 
sophistry  of  modern  criminal  pro- 
cedure might  use  this  evidence  and 
convict  you  with  it. 

Now  blow  your  police  whistle 
and  wait  for  a  cop.  You  can  sent 
out  some  of  your  witnesses,  if 
necessary,  to  hunt  one.  And  you'd 
better  tell  him  to  get  you  a  ham 
sandwich  and  a  cup  of  coffee  at 
the  nearest  delicatessen  store  at 
the  same  time.  It's  liable  to  be  a 
long  wait.  If  the  cop  refuses  to 
arrest  you,  don't  force  yourself  on 
him.  Cajoling  an  officer  is  a  serious 
crime.  If  nothing  can  be  done, 
take  the  matter  to  court  and 
demand  a  trial.  That  is  the  un- 
alienable right  of  every  citizen. 

Plead  guilty,  of  course.  Most 
criminals  make  the  mistake  of 
claiming  they  didn't  commit  the 
crime.  This  is  fatal,  for  as  long  as 
there  is  any  doubt  in  the  matter* 
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the  prosecution  will  leave  no  stone 
unturned  to  prove  the  defendant 
a  liar.  Once  your  guilt  is  estab- 
lished, however,  there  is  nothing  to 
fear.  The  writer  cannot  take  the 
time  to  go  into  the  many  and 
varying  grounds  on  which  you  will 
be  given  your  freedom.  There  is 
just  one  more  thing  to  remember. 
Conduct  yourself  like  a  gentleman 
in  the  court  room.  Dress  neatly, 
answer  all  questions  politely,  and 
always  call  the  judge  'Your  Honor.' 
Otherwise  you  may  get  thirty  days 
for  contempt  of  court,  and  then 
you    would   feel    foolish,    wouldn't 

you?  — PARKE  CUMMINGS. 

*         *         * 

All  Posing 

"See  any  bathing  beauties  at  the 
beach?" 

"There  were  a  lot  of  beauties 
there  but  none  of  them  were 
bathing." 

Came  the  Dawn 

Sights  that  Would  Herald  a  New 
Day 

A  poor  fish  becoming  jealous 
when  a  smoked  herring  succeeds 
in  collecting  smoke  damage  from  a 
fire  insurance  company. 

A  little-known  actor,  eager  for  a 
taste  of  public  favour,  glutton- 
ously gobbling  up  the  reviewers' 
reports  and,  finding  them  too 
bitter  to  swallow,  choking  to  death. 

A  street  fakir  faking  a  street 
and  then  getting  arrested  on  a 
charge  of  stealing  a  walk  because 
he  took  up  an  alley. 

A  flighty  queen  bee,  sitting  at  a 
butcher's  round  table,  knighting 
a  humble  piece  of  steak,  Sir  Loin. 

A  cured  ham  cashing  a  cheque 
for  $5,000  tendered  to  it  by  a 
packing  company  in  payment  for 
a  testimonial. 

An  old  and  broken-down  tele- 
phone receiver  applying  for  a  job  as 
hostess  in  a  speak-easy  and  getting 
turned  down  because  of  its  reputa- 
tion for  repeating  everything  that 
comes  to  it. 

A  pair  of  drawers,  convinced 
that  they  are  all  wet,  hanging 
themselves  from  a  line  because 
they  unwittingly  drew  a  nasty 
remark. 

A  high-brow  butler,  covered  with 
confusion,  kicking  himself  in  the 
pantry  because  he  answered  the 
door  when  it  hadn't  spoken  to  him. 

C.     WARDEN    LA    ROE. 


"The  Goblin  is 

great  this 

month" 


^fe>ag.- 


Laugh  with  the  "Goblin"  and 
smoke  OLD  CHUM,  and  you 
have  the  happy  blend  of  wit 
and     smoking     satisfaction. 

OLD  CHUM 


s%  TOBACCO  of  QUALI TY 


I0LDCHUM 

l  SmOKlMC  & 

»       TOBACCO 


Pardon  Me! 

New  Roomer:  "I  want  to  report 
a  robbery.  Last  night  a  fellow 
came  into  my  room,  turned  every- 
thing upside  down,  ransacked  it, 
abused  me  and  took  $37  away  from 
me." 

Landlord:  "You  musn't  mind 
that;  it  was  only  the  customs  in- 
spector on  the  floor  above  you, 
who  walks  in  his  sleep." 

*  *      * 

"Am    I    the   kind   of   a  girl  you 
would  give  your  name  to?" 
"Yes,  but  not  my  real  name." 

—  Texas  Ranger. 

Influence 

"Oh,  Tommie,  how  did  you  ever 
get  such  a  black  eye?" 

"Because    I    did   not   choose   to 

run,  mother."  — Life. 

*  *      * 

We  wonder  if  anyone  noticed 
just  when  the  exact  time  was  that 
they  stopped  making  jokes  about 
Fords  and  started  making  them 
about  pedestrians? 

— Stanford  Chapparal. 


To  Avoid  Breach  of  Promise 
Suit 

"Will  you  kiss  me?" 

"Isn't  that  just  like  a  man, 
always  trying  to  shift  the  responsi- 
bility?" 

— America's  Humor. 

*  *      * 

Riding  Instructor:  "Here's  your 
mount,  Miss  Daniels." 

Babe  Daniels:  "Boy,  haven't 
you  any  closed  horses  for  weather 
like  this?"  — Judge. 

*  *     * 

Like  Father,  Like  Daughter 

Aunt  Claire:  "Well,  Helen,  I  see 
you've  landed  a  man  at  last." 

Amateur  Fisherman's  Daughter: 
"Yes,  Auntie,  but  you  ought  to  see 
the  ones  that  got  away." 

—Life. 

*  *     * 

Impertinent 

Doctor:  "If  this  doesn't  cure 
you,  come  back  and  I'll  give  you 
something  that  will." 

Patient:  "Couldn't  you  give  it 
to  me  now,  Doctor?" 

— Beanpot. 
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HALF-TIME  FEET  Can't  DO  FULLTIME  WORK! 


F 


>^ 


RAKING  18,908  steps  a  day  with  both- 
■*■  ersome,  achy  feet  is  an  overwhelming 
handicap.  Sooner  or  later  you  are  going 
to  slow  down — and  perhaps  lose  out.  1  la 
fair  with  yourself — and  your  career.  Get 
your  feet  right  and  you  widen  the  Circle  of 
your  Activity  to  where  it  belongs.  Wear 
good-looking  shoes,  of  course.  But  insist 
upon  a  real  walking  base  instead  of  merely 
a  foot  covering. 

Healthy,  vigorous,  comfortable  feet  are  assure  i  by 
wearing  the  Arch  Preserver  Shoe.  The  concealed,  built- 
in  arch  bridge  prevents  sagging  and  straining.  The 
Bat     inner     sole,     cross-wise,    prevents      pinching     of 

SCOTT  &  McHALE,  Limited, 
London,  Canada 

Madh  in  V  niled  States  by 
E.  T.  Wright  &  Co.,  Inc. 

Rockland,  Mass. 


\$J|     ^A  nerves    and    blood-vessels.       The    specia' 

%jg      Hk  modeling  of  the    sole   supports   the   meta- 

lg«  w^F         tarsal  arch.    These  features  are  patented; 

^^r^    —    chey  are  found  in  no  other  shoe.  The  Arch 

^C  /^iB^  Preserver  Shoe  is  superior,  not  merely  be- 

^*jfe^       cause  of  one    feature,  but  because  all  its 

V&^  features  are  right. 

Put  yourself  on    a    "full  schedule"  by 
wearing  the    double-value  Arch  Preserver 
Shoe.     You'll  understand  why  you  need  this  shoe  when 
you  check  up  your  feet  with  our  "Foot  Aches  Chart." 

Send  the  coupon  for  "Foot  Aches  Chart,"  illustrations 
of  the  smart  new  styles,  and  the  name  of  your  dealer. 


Made  in  Canada  under 
cial  license  from  E.  T.  Wright 
Co.  Inc.,  Rockland,  Mass., 
by  Scott  &  McHale,  Limited. 
London,  Ont.,  makers  of  the 
famous  Astoria  shoe  for  men. 


Sold  by  Leading  Dealers 

THE 


Widen  the  circle  of 
your  activity  by 
wearing  the  Arch 
Preserver  Shoe. 


flRCH  PRESERVE 

Send  Coupon  for  Interesting  Folder 


Scott  &  McHale,  Ltd., 
Dept.  B.,  London,  Ontario. 
Send  me  Foot  Aches  Chart, 
Style   Folder   and    name    of 
nearest  dealer. 


Name 

Address.. 


City Prov.. 


GOBLII 

Potage  Canadien 

(Continued from  page  13) 

but  as  a  producer  of  indigenous 
talent  it  presents  a  tragic  spectacle. 
Manhattan  calls  to  Youth  with 
the  glamorous  cadences  of  colour, 
promised  laurels  and  intensified 
living.  A  strong  will  is  necessary 
to  resist  the  song  of  Subway  Circe. 
But  the  young  man  from  the 
provinces  turning  to  New  York 
for  inspiration  is  too  often  like 
the  youth  who  goes  to  a  certain 
house  with  the  firm  intention  of 
collecting  a  glorious  snootful.  The 
party  has  been  arranged  several 
days  in  advance,  anticipation  of 
an  illustrious  chance  for  making 
whoopee  has  run  high.  The  result 
is  that  our  friend  is,  to  all  intents 
and  purposes,  three  sheets  in  the 
wind  as  he  enters  the  vestibule 
and  before  anyone  has  offered  him 
a  drink.  Actually  the  intoxication, 
and  in  a  large  sense  the  inspiration, 
is  from  within.  The  young  man 
could  have  got  just  as  satisfactorily 
pi-kled  in  his  own  home  had 
he  realized  the  psychological  factor 
involved.  Far  fields  look  greenest, 
but  the  grass  is  just  as  succulent 
in  our  own  back  yard,  and  it 
isn't   walked   on    so    much,    either. 

J.    E.   MCD. 

*  #  # 

"Yes,  that's  the  price  for  two 
orchestra  seats.     Want  'em?" 

"No,  I  think  I'll  take  a  Mediter- 
ranian  cruise  instead." 

—M.  I.  T.  Voodoo. 

*  *        * 

An  American  missionary  was 
recently  very  perplexed  about  the 
advisability  of  accepting  the  follow- 
ing invitation  from  a  cannibal 
chieftain:  "We'd  like  to  have  you 
for    dinner    Sunday." 

— Dartmouth  Jack,  o'  Lantern. 

for   passing. 

It  is  poposed  to  use  this  donation 
to  purchase  new  wenches  for  our 
park  as  the  present  old  ones  are  in 
a  very  del^pidated  state. 

Carrollton  (Ohio)  Chronicle. 

*  *        * 

"Jessie  Lane  and  Mildred  Swope 
had  an  accident  last  Thursday. 
Jessie  was  cut  about  the  face 
and  hands  when  her  machine 
upset  badly  bruising  Mildred  in 
the  back  seat." 

— From  Barnesville  (Ohio)  Whet- 
stone. 
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Free  Speech 

(Continued  from  page  28) 


($5.00)    for   two   years'   subscription   and 
entrance  fee  to  the  contest. 

Hoping  to  be  able  to  try  solving  all 
future  contests  appearing  in  your  esteemed 
magazine,     I     remain,    gentlemen. 

Yours    very    respectfully, 

GEORGE    N.     BOOSAMRA, 

1885  Prefontaine  St.,  Apt.  17, 
Montreal,  Que. 

*  *  * 

Flatterer! 

New   York, 

October  25th,  1927. 
The  Editor, 
Goblin, 

Toronto,  Canada. 
Dear  Sir: 

I  write  to  you  while  everything  is  still 
fresh  in  my  mind.  Yesterday  (daylight- 
saving  time)  I  dropped  in  on  a  friend. 
(In  my  off  moments  my  name  is  Lind- 
bergh.) I  chanced  to  see  a  copy  of  his 
Goblin,  which  I  had  never  seen  before 
and,  say,  boy!  it  is  one  corking  mag. 
In  the  States  here,  I  subscribe  to  several 
magazines,  which  shall  be  nameless 
unless  I  want  to  call  them  "Life," 
"Judge"  and  the  "New  Yorker,"  and 
may  I  say  (may  I?)  the  Goblin  is  miles 
ahead  of  them  all  (maybe  that  isn't 
enough,  but  it  will  suffice). 

There  are  several  contributors  to  the 
Goblin  who  write  for  the  mags  I  receive, 
but  their  work  seems  better  in  the  G. 
(That  stands  for  Goblin.  I  must  save  on 
paper.)  Carroll  Carroll  is  especially 
fine  with  his  humorous  and  snappy 
accounts  of  the  cinemas.  One  of  the 
finest  artists  on  your  staff  is  someone 
who  signs  his  pictures  "aLadjaLov" 
and  sometimes  "aLa"  (if  it  follows  a 
vowel — pay  no  attention  to  that  ex- 
pression; just  trying  to  be  funny).  His 
pictures  are  very  novel  and  the  one  with 
a  humorous  remark  was  both  clever  and 
sophisticated.  Let  us  (please  do!)  have 
more  of  his  pictures  and  wise-cracks.  The 
same  with  Carroll  and  Cummings. 

All  the  above  would  seem  as  though 
I  were  connected  with  the  Goblin,  but 
you  know  only  too  well  I  am  not.  In  fact 
I  have  one  fault  to  find  with  it  and  that 
fault  is  (1)  not  enough  pages,  and  (2) 
see  fault  No.  1 . 

Well,  so  long  for  a  while  and  thanks 
for  reading  this  far  (if,  kind  sir,  you  have 
read  this  far). 

Sincerely, 

JOHN    R.   ANDERSON. 
*  *  * 

Rhyme 

We  all  enjoy  the  Goblin 

And  read  it  every  word. 
And  think  its  jokes  the  funniest 

That  we  have  ever  heard. 
There  is  the  page  of  "Speeches  Free," 

So  wonderfully  bright; 
The  letters  that  appeal  to  me 

Think  Goblin  is  just  right. 
Bob  enjoys  the  funny  gags, 

Thinks  they're  all  so  snappy; 
Says  they'd  make  our  goldfish  laugh. 

And  even  Dad  feels  happy. 
The  "Hell's  Bells"  yarns  by  Bellah 

Are  thoroughly  read  by  Dad. 
He  says  "Bellah  is  the  fellah 

Who  tells  a  real  good  yarn." 
Sister  says  the  pictures 

Are  the  best  she's  ever  seen. 
So  you  see  by  this  letter 

We  enjoy  your  magazine. 

(MRS.)   MARGARET   BlACK, 

Axe  Lake,  Ont. 


Hoping  Misfortune  Will 

Follow  .   .   . 

101    Essex  Street, 

Guelph,  Ontario, 
December  2nd,  1927. 
The  Contest  Dept., 

Goblin  Magazine, 
170  Bay  Street. 
Toronto  2,  Ont. 
Gentlemen: 

.  .  .  Goblin  is  a  source  of  much  pleas- 
ure to  each  member  of  our  family,  from 
the  smallest  one  of  six  years  to  Mother 
and  Father — and  there  are  eight  of  us 
between  them.  Your  reviews  of  the  latest 
books  that  are  worth  reading  will  be  a 
help  in  picking  out  Christmas  gifts  for 
my  friends  who  are  bookworms.  And  now 
it  is  so  easy  to  get  the  record  one  requires 
for  different  occasions  when  the  latest 
ones  are  given  in  Goblin. 

It  is  impossible  for  me  to  see  how  any- 
body can  say  that  any  of  the  cartoons 
or  jokes  are  not  up  to  the  standard 
required  for  Canadian  homes.  I  have 
never  seen  a  shady  joke  or  cartoon  in 
any  number  of  the  magazine  which  I 
have  received.  The  majority  of  jokes 
are  laughable. 

Here's  hoping  that  misfortune  will 
always  follow  in  your  footsteps  but  never 
catch  up  to  you. 

Respectfully    yours, 

MARIE    SIMMONS 

*  *  * 

Advice 

Goblin,  Limited, 

Toronto. 
Dear  Sirs: 

I  go  to  collegiate  in  Toronto.  The 
young  people  whom  I  associate  with 
think  they're  a  witty  bunch  and  are  con- 
tinually cracking  jokes.  It's  easy  to 
be  clever  nowadays  and  the  set  I  know 
are  among  the  others  pretty  clever,  but 
sickening  when  they  give  you  too  much. 

The  Goblin  r  ;sembles  them  in  some 
ways:  It  has  too  many  silly  jokes  that 
anybody  can  crack.  I  am  not  saying  that 
tha  Goblin  is  a  poor  magazine.  It  is  not. 
A  school  girl  is  one  to  enjoy  jokes  and  I 
enjoy  good  ones.  The  Goblin  has  a  good 
many  real  funny  jokes  and  articles.  The 
pictures  are   the   most   amusing. 

I  suggest  that  you  be  more  careful 
that  your  jokes  are  "hot  ones."  Don't 
accept  any  old  thing  that  comes  in. 
Make  your  magazine  a  good  one.  I  would 
like  to  get  a  good  laugh  out  of  every 
joke. 

Say,  Mr.  Editor,  read  your  magazine 
over  and  make  sure  you  get  a  laugh 
out  of  every  joke.  Some  of  them  don't 
need  to  be  altered  but  a  few  of  them  do 
Have  a  real  magazine  that  tha  grumpiest 
person  will  get  a  good  laugh  out  of. 

I'm  not  asking  for  a  prize  for  my 
letter,  Mr.  Editor — well  yes,  I  am,  too. 
Of  course,  if  a  five  dropped  at  my  feet 
I'd  pick  it  up,  but  a  better  prize  than  that 
would  be  to  pick  up  the  Goblin  a  day 
before  exams  and  laugh  my  old  sides  off. 
Yours  truly, 

EILEEN    CASE,     1 

2  Osborne  Avenue. 

Toronto. 

*  *  * 

One:  "Why  are  you  walking  so 
stiff-legged,    Ignatz?" 

Ign:  "Fool,  I  am  breaking  in  a 
new  suit  of  underwear.  "  | 

— Dartmouth   Jack,   o'  Lantern. 


TORONTO'S  most 
beautiful  Cabaret 
now  has  the  most  out- 
standing DanceOrchestra 
which  has  ever  been 
brought  to  Canada. 

JoeDeCourcy 

and   His   Blue 
Room  Orchestra 


EVERY  MINUTE  THE 
KEENEST  ENJOYMENT 


XT7E  have  Mr.  Ed.  Weir  with 
'  *  us  now  to  specialize  in  the 
organization  of  Private  Dances, 
Weddings,  Bridge  Parties,  Teas, 
Receptions  and  Business  Luncheon 
Parties. 

XT'OU  just  call  Mr.  Weir   and  he 
■*■     will    attend    to    every    detail, 
with  an  expertness  born  of  years  of 
experience. 

Elgin  1453 


W2U8&M 


LAKE  SHORE  ROAD 
&PARKSIDE  DRIVE 

(Zbt!irni(ed  Parking  Space) 


BEACH  CARS  oTo°o« 


IS- 

I  RESERVATIONS  J 

PAonc 

.LAKESIDE 

.1161 
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•UUMOROUJ".. 


* 


IUJJJTO 


Now  you  can  enjoy  a 
really  up-to-date  training 
in  this  attractive  field, 
full  of  sparkle  and  dash — 
a  radical  departure  and 
pleasant  relief  from  old 
fashioned  courses  and  an- 
tiquated methods.  Pre- 
pare for  a  career  in  this 
delightful,  well-paid  pro- 
fession. Write  for  free  il- 
lustrated book,  "The  Last 
Word  in  Humorous  Illus- 
tration." 

The  Russell  Patterson  School 

Michigan  Ave.  at  20th  St.,  Dept.  2 
CHICAGO,  ILL. 


Air  Sickness 

I  — nausea,  dizziness  and  faintness 
caused  by  all  forms  of  Travel  Mo- 
tion. Sea,  Train,  Auto,  Car  or  Air 
Travel  Sickness  yields  promptly  to 
Mothersill's.  36 

75c.  &  $1.50  at  Drug  Stores  or  direct 
Tho   Mothersill   Remedy  Co.,    Ltd. 
New  York  _— —-^_  Montreal 

Paris  ^**T371^>w  London 


Time/ 


SAVE  IT 
SAVE  MONEY 
SAVE  YOURSELF 


Your  letters,  circulars,  notices  of  every  kind  turned  out 
on  this  machine  with  amazing  rapidity  and  neatness. 


ROTARY  DUPLICATOR 

COMPLETE 


$50.00 


Every  Office,  School,  Church  and  Club  can  save  time 
money  and  worry  by  using  this  compact,  sturdy  outfit 

Sent  on  5-day  approval 

A.  S.  HUSTWITT 

11  Wellington  St.  E.        Toronto  2 


Their  Bereavement 

Jim:  "I  see  you're  in  mourning. 
Somebody  dead?" 

Will:  "My  rich  uncle  has  just 
married     a     widow     with     three 

children." 

*     *     * 

The  Modern  Child 

Teacher:  "Now,  children,  what 
do  the  little  cows  say?" 

Children:    "Moo  moo." 

Teacher:  "And  what  do  the 
little  puppies  say?" 

Children:    "Bow  wow. 

Teacher:  "Now  tell  me  what 
the  little  black  crows  say." 

The  class:  "Gooper  feathers  are 
50  soft." 

— Dirge. 


"IVe  cannot  reject  this  work,  of 
Kitschinger.  He  has  exhibited  for 
thirty  years  here,  and  if  we  rejected 
his  work  this  year  he  will  have  a 
stroke." 

"Ah,  if  we  could  be  quite  sure  of 
that!" 

— Meggendorfer  Blaetter,  Munich. 

*  *     * 

Cash  Value 

Doris:  "Father,  would  you  care 
if  I  married  a  man  with  a  title?" 

Father:  "Not  if  it  were  the 
heavyweight  title,  Doris." 

Flappers'  War-cry: 

"Two  arms!  Two  arms!  Fall 
in!"  — Whirlwind. 

When  in  Rome  .  .  . 

"What  did  you  do  in  Russia?" 
"Oh,  bombed  around  with  some 
Reds!" 

—Froth. 

*  *      * 

A  Soothing  Liquid  Melody 

"Sherry,  sherry,  my  own." 

— Chaparrel. 


"Where  the  Cot- 
Cot-Cotton  Grows' 


and 
"A  Shady  Tree" 


Vocal  Duets  with  Orchestra.     The     OCCQ 
Cook  Sisters.  0000 


"YOU'RE  SO  EASY  TO 

REMEMBER" 

"Love  Baby" 

Fox  Trots  with  Vocal  Choruses.  0CQ9 
Abe  Lyman's  Orchestra.  OVOi, 

"BLUE  BABY" 
"Yep!  Long  About  June" 

Fox  Trots  with  Vocal  Trios.  Ray  Qfi7C 
Miller  and  His  Hotel  Gibson  00 1 0 
Orchestra. 

"I  FELL  HEAD  OVER  HEELS  IN 

LOVE" 

"You  Can't  Walk   Back    from  an 

Aeroplane" 

Vocal-Instumental  Number  by  the  9C71 
Yacht  Club.  001 1 

"HERE  COMES  THE  SHOW 

BOAT" 

"Go  Home  and  Tell  Your  Mother" 

Fox  Trots  with  Vocal  Choruses.  9CQQ 
The  Six  Jumping  Jacks.  OQVV 

The  Sign  of  Musical  Prestige 
PANATROPES— ELECTRICAL  RECORDS 


Goblin 
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HARMSWORTH'S 


The  oval  in  the  illustration  above  shows  the  British  Museum,  which  contains  in  four  million  volumes  the 

world's  finest  reference  library.    The  cream  of  this  vast  storehouse  of  information  is  contained  in  the  12 

volumes  of  Harmsworth's  Universal  Encyclopedia. 

The  Most  Lavishly  Illustrated  Encyclopedia  the  World 
Has  Ever  Known=  =  Authentic  =  =  Complete      All  British 


&he  jWontreal  Batlp  &tar 

CANADA'S  GREATEST  NEWSPAPER 
MONTREAL,    CANADA 

The  British  Educational  Society, 

Federal  Building, 

Toronto. 

Dear  Sirs: 

Allow  me  to  congratulate  you  on  the  publication  of 
the  new  and  revised  edition  of  Harmsworth's  Universal 
Encyclopedia.  It  is  indeed  a  wonderful  work.  It  is  in 
constant  use  in  this  office.  I  have  tested  it  out  again 
and  again  and  I  find  it  to  be  accurate  in  its  information, 
up-to-date  throughout;  always  concise  in  expression  and 
amazingly  comprehensive  in  its  range.  It  is  the  ideal 
encyclopedia  for  the  busy  man  or  woman — a  work  that 
gives  the  best  and  latest  information  on  every  subject 
under  the  sun,  in  the  shortest  possible  space  and  at  the 
same  time  in  picturesque,  readable  fashion.  Its  special 
signed  articles,  written  by  recognized  authorities  in 
every  branch  of  knowledge,  are  an  invaluable  feature  of 
the  work.  Its  Canadian  articles  are  splendid.  It  is  a 
credit  to  its  editors  and  publishers,  a  British  work  through- 
out, and  should  receive  the  support  of  British  people 
everywhere. 

Yours  very  truly, 

A.  M.  Edington 
AME:  J.S.  Librarian,  Montreal  Star  Company 

Limited 


Distributed  in  Canada  by 

—  British  Educational  Society 


Think  what  it  means  to  have  this  work  containing  23,500 
illustrations — an  average  of  three  to  every  page.  How  vividly 
interesting  it  must  be!  How  clearly  it  must  tell  its  story  and 
convey  its  message !  Think  how  many  words  these  pictures  save, 
and  how  many  volumes  would  be  needed  to  contain  those  words, 
and  you  will  realize  the  time  and  the  money  that  this  great 
aggregation  in  "Harmsworth's"  of  pictures  of  all  kinds  and 
subjects  and  shapes  and  sizes  will  save  you. 

Quick  and  Easy  Reference  a  Feature 
You  Will  Appreciate 

The  UNIVERSAL  claims  originality  in  its  elimination  of  the 
bare  "cross-reference"  which  sends  the  reader  from  one  volume 
to  another  hunting  for  a  single  fact.  Out  of  its  50,000  separate 
entries  there  will  be  found  none  of  this  type,  so  common  else- 
where: 

ARISTOTLE See  Philosophy. 

BRIMSTONE.  .  .See  Sulphur. 


This  Coupon  Brings  You  Big  Sample  Section  of  Pages, 
Pictures  and  Coloured  Plates  FREE — Mail  It  To-day. 
The  British  Educational  Society, 
Federal  Building,  Toronto. 

Without  cost  or  obligation,  please  send  me  the  big 
sample  section  from  "Harmsworth's  Universal  Encyclo- 
pedia," showing  sample  pages,  pictures  and  coloured 
plates,  and  give  me  complete  information  about  your 
special  introductory  offer.  G.  12-10 


TORONTO 


Name. . . 
Address. 
City 


._! 
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On,  Wisconsin! 

Jack  McGrath  gives  a  vivid  picture  of 
Wisconsin  in  the  January  College  Hu- 
mor. All  about  its  students,  fraterni- 
ties, problems,  its  great  and  near-great. 

Other  special  features  include  Back  to 
Mother,  by  Wallace  Irwin,  a  complete 
novelette  of  two  young  people  which 
shows  all  the  tenderness  and  dismay 
of  the  first  year  of  marriage. 

Peter  B.  Kyne's  first  story  for  this  mag- 
azine appears.  Grantland  Rice  writes 
on  All-Americans  of  All  Time,  and 
there  are  many  others. 


$2,000  art  contest  closes  January 
15,  1928.  Important  announce- 
ment in  College  Humor  follow- 
ing issue.      Scud  drawings  now! 


Waterloo 


Goblin 


in     far-off 


Two     Gift     Subscriptions     for 


'VE     gamed     with    chance 
Madagascar; 
I've  tasted  secret  sin  in  Mandalay; 
I've  struggled  with  the  tricky,  bronze 
skinned  lascar 
And    with    the    slant-eyed    coolie    in 
Cathay. 
On  seven  years  for  years  I've  courted  danger — 

I've  laughed  at  death  beneath  a  foreign  sun; 
To  almost  every  terror  I'm  a  stranger, 
Save  one. 

Deliver  me,  pray,  from  the  plague  of  to-day, 
The  worst  that  could  possibly  be — 

The  one  so  alarming,  completely  disarming — 
The  Very  Pink  Studio  Tea! 

For  Mrs.  O'Neill  has  "two  daughters,  both  dancers," 
Who  ask  you  the  silliest  things  and  want  answers. 
And  Mrs.  Katz-Pyle,  lacking  any  discretion, 
Just  begs  for  your  verdict  on  classic  expression; 
While  close  to  your  elbows  the  debutantes  giggle 
And  strive  to  interpret  the  ultimate  wriggle. 
A  simpering  fop  with  an  orchid  cravat 
Chimes  in  with,  "Well,  what  d'you  know  about  that?" 
And  silken-garbed,  coruplent,  over-size  ladies 
Discuss  the  existence  of  Heaven  and  Hades. 
Then  everyone  joins  in  the  clamorous  chatter 
Concerning  us  moderns — and  what    does  it  matter? 

Of,  if  you  should  ask  me  my  honest  opinion — 

You  do  what  you  will — as  for  me, 
I'll  brave  every  danger  of  every  dominion, 

Except  the  Pink  Studio  Tea! 

C.   WARDEN   LA  ROE. 


The  Modern  Arabian  Nights 

Tale  No.  341,679 

"J-JOW'S  the  fish  to-day.  waiter?" 

"The  fish  is  not  very  good.  It's  been  in  the 
ice-box  about  a  week  and  even  the  cat  refuses  to  eat 
it.     I  can't  recommend  it,  sir." 

"You  don't  say!  How  about  the  Yankee  pot 
roast  and  spaghetti?" 

"If  you'll  take  my  advice,  you'll  leave  it  alone. 
We've  been  warming  over  that  pot  roast  for  a  week 
and  the  spaghetti  is  like  rubber.  I  can't  recommend 
it,  sir." 

"Well,  well,  I  think  I'll  have  a  shrimp  salad  with 
Russian  dress — " 

"Please,  sir,  do  not  take  the  shrimp.  It  is  posi- 
tively dangerous  to  eat  it.  In  fact,  all  our  stuff  to-day 
is  not  very  fresh.  If  I  were  you  I'd  run  over  to  Joe's 
for  lunch." 

"I  appreciate  your  interest,  and  I  want  you  to 
accept  this  two-bits  piece  as  an  evidence  of  my 
gratitude." 

"Thanking  you  just  the  same,  sir,  I  never  accept 
unearned  gratuities.  Good  say,  sir.  I  trust  you  will 
dine  well." 

— ARTHURPL.rLIPPMANN. 
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The  Technician 

{Continued from  page  15) 

touch  a  card  not  wishing  to  play 
it?" 

"I  adjust  .  .  .  Your  play,  Miss 
Weston.     Now,  partner!" 

"Please,  Miss  Eastman!  That 
sounds  very  much  like  information! 
Do  you  mind?" 

"Miss  Hazzard,  may  I  see  that 
last  trick,  please?" 

"Have  you  played  yet?  .  •  . 
Yes,  you  have,  haven't  you?  Sorry, 
Miss  Weston,  too  late — the  trick's 
folded!" 

.  .  .  Gracious!  I  have  a 
diamond  left.  I  was  sure  I  followed 
on  every  trick.  .  .  .  What  shall  I 
do?" 

"We'll  take  fifty  points,  that's 
all  .  .  .  Just  a  revoke,  Miss  East- 
man, do  you  mind?" 

"All  the  rest  are  mine,  Miss 
Hazzard  ...  Oh!  No!  Perhaps 
not." 

"Leave  it  down!  Don't  touch  it! 
Can't  pick  it  up  now — it's  ex- 
posed, Miss  Eastman  ...  I 
thought  so!  Well,  there's  the  first 
game,  partner.  .  .  .  Your  deal, 
Miss  Weston." 

.  .  .  I  made  a  slip,  I'm  afraid 
.  .  .  Yes,  I've  got  fourteen  cards. 
Who's  got  twelve?" 

"I  have,  partner." 

"Here.  Draw  one,  Miss  East- 
man." 

"Hold  on,  Miss  Eastman!  .  .  . 
Re-deal,  Miss  Weston!  Do  you 
mind?  The  rule  says  that  if 
there's  been  a  misdeal  any  player 
can  call  for  a  new  deal  .  .  .  I'd  like 
a  new  deal.  Do  you  mind?  I  like 
to  stick  to  the  rules,  if  you  don't 

mind."  — The  New  Yorker. 

*        *        * 

A  Winter's  Tale 

(Continued from  page  14) 
flies  in  that  case.  He's  following 
in  my  footsteps.  Got  some  of 
them  on  the  wing,  too,"  he  added 
proudly.  "Now  these  weapons. 
I've  told  you  about  this  Telegram 
here" — he  pointed  to  the  blood- 
stained paper  cudgel.  "The  Globe 
is  best  for  blue  bottles.  Paper's 
strong  and  flexible.  This  collec- 
tion of  swatters  ranges  all  the  way 
from  the  twenty-two  mesh  for 
gnats  to  the  special  army  seventy- 
five  for  dragon  flies.  This  is  my 
favourite,"  he  remarked,  as  he 
caressed  a  double-action  fifty- 
seven.     "Got  over  a  hundred  flying 
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ants  on  a  picnic  with  it.  And  say, 
old  man,  any  time  you  want  my 
advice  on  a  purchase  just  let  me 
know.  I  can  get  most  of  them 
free  for  you.  You  see  I  endorse 
them." 

"You  are  a  wonder!"  I  exclaimed 
enthusiastically.  "But  these  winter 
months!  Don't  you  pine  for  the 
summer  with  its  action?" 

"I   just  can't  wait!"   he   replied 
eagerly,  and   I   saw  his  hand  grip 
the  arm  of  his  chair  tensely. 
*        *        * 

Song  of  a  Young  Lady  of  Little 
if  Any  Importance 

Once  she  was  proper  and   once  she 

was  prim, 
And  never  the  lamp  of  her  virtue 

grew  dim; 
Oh,  she  was  simple  and  oh,  she  was 

good, 
And  oh,  she  did  all  that  a  nice  girl 

should 
To  bed  with  the  angels  and  up  with 

the  sun, 
And    pridefully    point    to    a    good 

day's  work  done. 
Never  she  flirted  and  never  she  flit, 
And  Heaven  forfend  it  be  said  she 

had  "it".  .  .  . 
And    what    did    it    bring    to    this 

virtuous  dear?.  .  .  . 
Long,  lonesome  nights  and  a  pain  in 

the  ear! 

Then  she  grew  gay  and  then  she 

grew  bold 
And  never  the  fire  of  her  passion 

grew  cold; 
Oh,   she  was  wanton  and  oh,  she 

was  wise, 
And  life  had  become  a  delightful 

surprise. 
Up  with  the  angels  and  bed  with 

the  sun; 
From    anything    smacking    of    toil 

she  would   run; 
Hither  she  flirted  and  thither  she 

flit, 
And  oh,  it  was  whispered  the  gal 

had  "it".  .  .  . 
And  what  did  it  net  her,  this  ron- 
deau of  sin?  .  .  . 
A  couple  of  headaches  from  not  so 

good  gin! 

MARTHA    L.   WILCHINSKI. 

Immune 

Halter:  "Do  you  think  the 
word  'obey'  should  be  stricken 
from  the  marriage  ceremony?" 

Altar:  "Well,  it's  never  worried 
my  wife  any!" 


AND  if  so,  how  far?  Five,  ten, 
fifteen  years  from  now  will  you 
be  pegging  away  at  the  same  old 
grind  and  an  ordinary  salary?  Or 
will  your  ambitions  be  realized? 
It  all  depends  on  you. 

One  of  your  most  valuable  assets  is 
spare  time.  Use  your  spare  time 
to  acquire  the  training  you  need. 
Decide  now  to  let  the  I.C.S. — the 
world's  oldest  and  largest  corres- 
pondence school — prepare  you  for 
promotion  and  big  money. 

Remember,  I.C.S. courses  are  taught 
in  your  home  during  leisure  hours 
and  will  prove  an  investment  for 
which  you  will  be  thankful  through- 
out life.  Mail  the  coupon  for 
FREE  descriptive  literature.  This 
does  not  obligate  you  in  any  way. 

' TEAR   OUT   HERE — ' — 

INTERNATIONAL  CORRESPONDENCE 

SCHOOLS  CANADIAN,   LIMITED 
Department  1981 B        Montreal,  Canada 

Without  cost  or  obligation,  please  send  me  full 
information  about  the  subject   before  whichil 
have  marked  "X"  in  the  list  below: 
DElectrical  Wiring  DArchitect'l  Draftsman 

DMechanical  Engineer         OConcrete  Builder 
QMechanical  Draftsman      DStructural  Engineer 
DMachine  Shop  Practice     DPlumbing  and  Heating 
QRailroad  Positions  DTextile  Manufacturing 

OGas  Engine  Operating       OChemistry 
DCivil  Engineering  DPharmacy 

OSurveying  and  Mapping    DAutomobile  Work 
QMin.Eng.  or  Metallurgist  ONavigation 
DSteam  Engineer  QAgriculture  and  Poultry 

ORadio  QMathematics 

DAirplane  Engines  DBlue  Print  Reading 

Name 

Street  Address 

City Prov 

Occupation 

If  name  of  Course  you  want  is  not  in  the  above 
list,  please  explain  your  needs  in  a  letter. 
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Goblin 


INTRODUCING 


Mr.  Rudolph  Nebb 


"Rudy"  has  just 
learned  that  the 
Northville  hotel 
of  which  he  is 
proprietor  has 
closed  the  year 
with  a  surplus 
of  twenty-eight 
cents.  Hence 
the  pose! 

A  hearty  laugh 
awaits  you  every 
morning  in  the 
Nebb's  comic 
strip 


in 


Canada's  National  Newspaper 


$5.00  BY  MAIL 
IN  CANADA 


$6.00  DELIVERED 
IN  TORONTO 


Goblin 
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"To  show  that  I  do  not  fear  you, 
I  will  await  you  in  my  house  the 
whole  of  to-morrow!" 

"I,  too,  sir,  will  await  you  to- 
morrow in  my  house!" 

— Journal  Amusant,  Paris. 

*  *     * 

Translation 

Wu  Hop,  the  Chinese  laundry- 
man,  was  celebrating  the  birth  of 
his  new  son. 

One  of  his  American  customers, 
after  having  received  a  good  cigar 
from  Wu,  congratulated  him  and 
asked  him  what  he  was  going  to 
name  the  child. 

Wu  very  proudly  said,  "Me 
namee  him  after  flyer  man  Lind- 
bergh." 

"What?"  laughed  the  American. 
"Who  ever  heard  of  a  Chinaman 
called  Lindbergh?" 

"Me  don't  call  him  Lindbergh; 
me  just  namee  him  after  Lind- 
bergh,    Me    call    him    One    Long 

Hop."  — America's  Humor. 

*  *     * 

A  Genius 

"Do  you  notice  how  fat  all  the 
chorus  are?" 

"Yes,  the  manager  is  very  eco- 
nomical, and  the  fat  ones  get  the 
same  pay  as  the  thin  but  fill  the 

stage  better."       — Blanco  y  Negro. 

*  *      * 

The  Lazy  Man's  Song 

"Moonbeam,  Kiss  Her  For  Me." 

—Dodo. 


how  to  u  Perfect  Looking  Nose 


Obtain 


My   Latest  Improved   Model   25 

corrects  now  ill-shaped  noses 
quickly,  painlessly,  permanently 
and  comfortably  at  home.  It  is 
the  only  nose-shaping  appliance 
of  precise  adjustment  and  a  safe 
and  guaranteed  patent  device 
that  will  actually  give  yon  a 
perfect-looking  nose.  Write  for 
free  booklet  which  tells  you  how 
to  obtain  a  perfect-looking  nose. 
M.  Trilety,  Pioneer  Nose-Shaeinf 
Specialist,  Dept.  2917, 
Bjnjhamton,         -         -         N.Y. 


As  snappy  as  the  modern  debutante — with 
the  dash  of  the  latest  mode,  O'Keefe's  Dry 
Ginger  Ale  is  the  "dernier  cri"  in  beverages. 

Because  of  its  enticing  flavor  and  zestful 
tang,  O'Keefe's  Dry  Ginger  Ale  has  been 
given  priority  in  homes  where  the  best  is 
demanded. 

ORDER    A    CASE    OR   CARTON   TO-DAY 

O'Keefe's  Dry 

GINGER  ALE 


Motto 

She:  "Take  back  your  diamond 
ring — it's  paste." 

He:  "Better  keep  it,  girlie;  a 
paste  on  the  hand  is  worth  two  in 

the  eye."  — Cynic. 

*  *     * 

The  new  edition  of  "What  Every 
Young  Girl  Ought  to  Know"  has 
been  renamed,  we  understand, 
"What  Every  Young  Girl  Knows 

by  This  Time."  — Tiger. 

*  *     * 

Conversation  in  a  Parked  Car 

He:   " " 

She:  " " 

— Widow. 

*  *     * 

The  Most  Convenient  Time 

Oculist:  "Your  eyes  are  in  a 
bad  way.  You'll  have  to  give 
them  a  rest." 

College  Student:  "That's  all 
right — I'm  going  back  to  college 
this  week,  anyway."  — Life. 


Pleased  to  Meecha 

am    Mr.    Jenkins,    of    Scot- 


"I 
Tissue  Co." 

"Ah,  how  absorbing!" 


— Cynic. 


New  York  is  taking  steps  to 
abolish  the  riveting  racket.  Some- 
times it  used  to  get  so  loud  you 
could  hardly  hear  the  taxi  chauf- 
feurs cursing  each  other.       — Life. 

*  *     * 

Error 

Maid:  "Shall  I  take  this  little 
rug  out  and  beat  it?" 

Man:  "That's  no  rug;  that's 
my  room-mate's  towel." 

— Brown  Jug. 

*  *     * 

In  Darkest  Boston 

Bostonian:  "And  this  is  our 
famous  public  library." 

Visitor:  "What  are  they  using 
it  for  now?"  — Life. 
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Combat  Sore  Throat 

both  Inside  and  Outside 

Get  at  infection  inside  with  germi<.:dal 
spray  or  gargle.  A  ten  percent  solution  of 
Absorbine,Jr.  destroys  the  virulent  germs, 
and  the  combined  soothing  and  healing 
properties  of  Absorbine,  Jr.  relieve  the 
rawness,  hoarseness  and  irritation. 

Break  up  the  congestion  outside  by  rub- 
bing Absorbine,  Jr.  gently  into  the  throat 
muscles.  This  powerful  efficient  liniment 
helps  nature  to  restore  normal  blood  cir- 
culation. It  draws  out  the  inflammation 
or  soreness.  It  reduces  the  swelling. 

Absorbine,  Jr. — The  Antiseptic  Liniment 
— treats  both  cause  and  effect,  promptly, 
thoroughly  and  conveniently  and  is  both 
safe  and  dependable.  It  has  a  clean, 
agreeable  odor.  Keep  it  handy  for  other 
emergencies. 

At  most  druggists' ',  fi.  25,  or  postpaid. 
Liberal  trial  bottle,  10c. ,  postpaid. 

W.  F.  YOUNG.  Inc. 

202   Lyman   Building.    Montreal. 


Absorbine  J 

TJrl6   ANTISEPTIC    UNI  WENT 


The  captivating,  subtile 
touch  for  evening  use.  Ren- 
ders a  delicate,  soft  appear- 
ance to  the  complexion, 
arms,    neck    and    shoulders. 

GOURAUDS  » 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

Made  in  White  ■  Flesh  -  Rachel 

Send  10c.  for  Trial  Size 

Ferd.  T.   Hopkins  &  Son,   Montreal 


SALESMEN 

An  unusual  opportunity  for 
men  who  possess  sales  and 
organizing  ability,  to  intro- 
duce and  develop  the  sale  of 
world-famous  Britis'i  Encyc- 
lopedia in  Canada.  Some 
choice  territory  still  open. 
Opportunity  to  take  charge 
of  sales  when  ability  has 
been  proven. 

APPLY—SALES  DEPARTMENT 

The   British   Educational    Society 

1105     FEDERAL     BLDC,     TORONTO 


"DIDJA  EVER  SEE  ANYTHIN'  SO  RIDICULOUS?' 


He:  "What's  the  matter  with  that  darn  clo:t\?     It's  striding  all 
wrong  again." 

She:  "It's  just  living  up  to  its  name,  dear;   it's  a  little  cuct\oo, 
you  h^now." 


Goblin 
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Pigs  Is  Pigs 

A  young  lawyer,  pleading  his 
first  case,  had  been  retained  by  a 
farmer  to  prosecute  a  railway  com- 
pany for  killing  twenty-four  hogs. 
He  wanted  to  impress  the  jury  with 
the  magnitude  of  the  injury. 

"Twenty-four  hogs,  gentlemen. 
Twenty-four  hogs,  gentlemen. 
Twenty -four;  twice  the  number  in 
the  jury   box."  — Scream. 

Football  Matches 

Tucked  away  somewhere  in  the 
clicking  castle  that  serves  as  West- 
ern Union  Telegraph  headquarters 
is  a  complete  telegram  writer. 
He  concocts  gay  concentrates  for 
gay  occasions;  soft  messages  for 
Yuletide  and  birthdays.  Last 
week  he  rolled  up  his  sleeves  and 
disclosed  thick  hairy  arms.  Savage- 
ly he  scribbled  messages  in  blood — 
messages  to  be  wired  to  college 
football  elevens  on  game  days. 
These  messages  are  catalogued  as 
"Suggested  'Pep'  Messages"  and 
"Cheer  by  Western  Union."  Speci- 
mens: 

Good  luck.  We  know  you 
boys  will  show  them. 

Go  ahead  and  win.  We  have 
a  victory  song  ready. 

Can't  you  hear  us  cheering? 
The  crowd  is  with  you. 

From  first  whistle  can  see  you 
smashing  line  to  victory. 

Fight  with  everything  you 
have,  boys,  and  bring  back 
victory. 

A  cynic,  vexed,  suggested  mes- 
sages that  might  be  wired  to  the 
opposition: 

Who  do  you  think  you  are 
to  beat  Ohio  State,  you  old 
Tiger? 

Your  parents  have  eloped. 
Hope  you  lose. 

If  you  or  any  member  of  your 
rotten  team  crosses  Penn's  goal 
line  this  afternoon  your  house 
will    be   bombed    to-night. 

Bad  luck  and  tough  breaks 
to  you  and  team  stop  when 
running  with   ball   stop. 

—  Time. 


LearnCartooning 

AT  HOME— IN  YOUR  SPARE  TIME 
from  the  school  that  has  trained 
•cores  of  today's  successful  cartoon- 
ists who  earn  from  $50  to  $200  and 
more  a  week.  The  Landon  Picture 
Chart  Method  of  teaching  makes 
•riginal  drawing  easy  to  learn.  Send 
ic  in  stamps  for  full  information 
and  chart  to  test  your  ability.  Alio 
ilatt  at*- 

THE        LANDON 

1433  National  Bldg. 


keep  a  bottle  of 

BOVRIL 

in  the  house 

it  is  so  useful  "when 

nourishment  is 
needed  in  a  hurry 
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SCHOOL 

Cleveland,  O. 
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After 
One   of  Those    "Business"  Luncheons 


*  m  \C 


^%^  ECENTLY  a  prominent  executive  (name  given  on  request,  accom- 
panied by  a  nice  box  of  cigars)  claims  to  have  discovered  a  new 
use  for  Goblin.  We  all  know  the  business  luncheon  which  has 
become  an  institution  of  modern  commerce;  anywhere  from  a 
dozen  to  fifty  representatives  of  as  many  industries  gather  in  a 
local  hotel  for  the  purpose  of  a  mutual  exchange  of  ideas  and  to 
hear  Mr.  Stephanus  Onderdonk  speak  on  "The  Future  of  Widgets  in  the  Reduc- 
tion of  Sales  Resistance."  The  menu  usually  consists  of  hors  d'oeuvres,  some 
nice,  thick,  heavy  soup,  various  salads,  a  filet  mignon,  vegetables  and  how, 
finishing  up  with  choice  of  desserts  and  cigars.  After  surrounding  the  above 
repast,  the  delegates  push  their  chairs  back  and  strive  to  keep  awake  until  it 
is  time  to  return  to  their  offices. 

1W0W  we  come  in,  according  to  the  above-referred-to  famous  executive; 
11  FOR  THAT  AFTER-BUSINESS-LUNCHEON-OH-SO-LETHARGIC- 
WISH  -  IT  -  WERE  -  BEDTIME  -  HI  -  HO  -  THAT  -  WILL  -  BE  -  ALL  -  FOR 
TO-DAY-MISS-PARKER-FEELING,  THERE  IS  POSITIVELY  NOTHING 
LIKE  GOBLIN.  The  hearty  stimulation  of  the  smiling  muscles,  plus  an 
occasional  guffaw,  provides  just  that  light  exercise  necessary  to  restore  a  brisk 
ten-o'clock  feeling.  Your  secretary  knows  the  nearest  newstand  on  which 
Goblin  can  be  obtained,  or,  better  still,  pin  three  bucks  to  this  advertisement 
and  we'll  send  you  a  copy  monthly  for  a  year  for  your  office  medicine  chest. 

A  LSO  (and  here's  a  thought),  a  copy  of  Goblin  on  your  desk  or  side  table 
will  show  the  transient  customer  that  you  are  not  the  humourless  Man  of 
Steel  the  Success  magazines  make  you  out  to  be. 


170  Bay  St. 


C9DLIN 


Toronto  2 


No  Batteries/ 

GetDependable  Socket- 
Power  Operation  with 


Radiolal? 


One-Dialluning 

6ACRadiotrons 

OnePowerTube 


$215 
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IF  you  have  been  waiting  for  a  batteryless  radio  that 
is  free  from  noises — free  from  trouble — and  inex- 
pensive— then  Radiola  17  was  designed  for  you. 

Ask  for  a  demonstration  and  be  convinced! 

Learn  the  advantage  of  A.C.  Radiotrons  and  the  power 
supply  unit — new  developments  which  help  to  make 
Radiola  17  completely  socket  power  operated. 

You'll  enthuse  over  the  smooth,  undistorted  tone  of 
Radiola  17 — its  surprising  volume — and  its  wonderful 
range. 

At  $215,  Radiola  17  offers  value  that  cannot  be  dupli- 
cated.    All  Radiolas  are  sold  on  convenient  terms. 


CANADIAN    GENERAL   ELECTRIC    CO.,   LIMITED 


Genuine 


Graceful 

Stylish 

Beautiful 


ONLY  GENUINE 
ZIPPERS  CAN 
GIVE  ZIPPER 
STYLE  AND  FIT 


In  black  and  harm- 
onizing colors.  Look 
for  the  name  on  the 
tab. 


